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EXTRA 
MONEY 


for YOU- 


You’ve never read more exciting news! Think of making 
as much as $30.00 a week in your spare time, right in your 
own neighborhood, and also taking your pick of more 


than 100 beautiful colorful, late-style dresses . . . which 

won’t cost you a single penny! All you do now is mail the 

coupon at the bottom of this page. Don’t send any money 

now or any time. You'll receive absolutely free the most 

thrilling display of gorgeous styles you ever saw... all 

the latest fashions...all the new miracle wonder fabrics 

like dacron, nylon, orlon, rayon and scores of the all im- | 
portant sparkling cottons with the glamorous new finishes 

. .. in convertibles, casuals, mix-and-match, separates . 
—house dresses, suits, sportswear, and hosiery and lingerie, 





















‘ v too... also adorable children’s dresses! 
oo ey YOU’LL LOVE EVERY MINUTE! 
2" 4 Up to $30.00 a week cash and the personal dresses you *. 
. = | y select, all without one penny cost are yours just for show- Pipes 
», < ing the beautiful styles and sending only a few orders for al 


friends, neighbors, co-workers, and members of your 
family. That’s all! You don’t pay a cent for your own 
dresses—and you can get dress after dress, a whole ward- 
robe, this easy way! What a wonderful way to use your 
spare hours, evenings, and weekends! So don’t wait. Just 
sf mail the coupon and everything you need will be rushed 
to you postpaid and ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


Women like you write exceptional letters like these 


2 Hours 
Pays $10.00 


My first experience with 
Harford Frocks netted 
me $10.00 in about 2 
hours. It was fun, and | 
made new friends. Mrs. 
S.W. COLE, West Virginia. 


No Longer 
Buys Dresses! 
The dresses ! used to buy 
| now get without paying 
for them! And | make 
$12.00 to $15.00 ina 
week spare time besides! 
DOROTHY HOUGH, Mo. 


e 
© FREE! Just Mail the Coupon Below! 


Just write your name, address, and dress size on coupon (paste it on 
a postcard), and we'll send you the big style display so you canstart 
collecting Extra Cash and getting your personal dresses without cost! 


HARFORD FROCKS, Inc., Dept.P-2117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 


In Canada write to: Harford Frocks (Canada) Ltd., 
2241 Lariviere St, Montreal 24, P. Q Pree 
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Dress Size. Age 
In Canada, write 2241 Lariviere St., Montreal 24, P. Q. 
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’ : PASTE ON POSTCARD—AND MAIL! ; 

» g Harford Frocks, Inc., Dept. P-2117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio | 

i J RUSH POSTPAID AND ABSOLUTELY FREE the big, | 

y ¢ : valuable Harford Frocks Style Display so I can start quickly i 
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new mother 


T he love that makes a doll her baby is the beginning of mother- 
hood for alittle girl... the start of love-giving that will make 
her strive and fight for the security of those she loves as long 


as she lives. 


Take care of your doll-baby, little girl. It is one of the world’s 


most precious playthings. 


The security that springs from love 
is the very heart of our living. It is a 
privilege known only in a country such 
as ours, where men and women are free 
to work for it. 

And when we live up to the privilege 
of taking care of our own, we also best 


take care of our country. For the strength 


of America is in its secure homes all 
joined in a common security. 

Let America’s security be found in 
your home! 


Saving for security is easy! Read every word—now! 


If you’ve tried to save and failed, 
chances are it was because you didn’t 
have a plan. Well, here’s a savings sys- 
tem that really works—the Payroll 
Savings Plan for investing in U.S. 
Savings Bonds. This is all you do. Go 
to your company’s pay office, choose 
the amount you want to save—a couple 
of dollars a payday, or as much as you 
wish. That money will be set aside for 
you before you even draw your pay. 
And automatically invested in Series 


“E” U.S. Savings Bonds which are 
turned over to you. 

If you can save only $3.75 a week on 
the Plan, in 9 years and 8 months you 
will have $2,137.30. If you can save as 
much as $18.75 a week, 9 years and 8 
months will bring you $10,700! 

U.S. Series “E” Savings Bonds earn 
interest at an average of 3% per year, 
compounded semiannually, when held 
to maturity! And they can go on earn- 
ing interest for as long as 19 years and 





















8 months if you wish. Eight million 
working men and women are building 
their security with the Payroll Sav- 
ings Plan. For your family’s sake, how 
about signing up today? 


If you want your interest as cur- 
rent income, ask your banker about 
3% Series ‘‘H’’ Bonds which pay in- 
terest semiannually by Treasury 
check. An excellent investment. 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in 
cooperation with the Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 
















a ~§©6 coolest 
thing you 


can wear 


There isn’t any other kind of sanitary pro- 
rection that’s nearly as cool as Tampax". 
In fact, millions of women first adopted 
Tampax in the Summertime—when they 
simply couldn't stand hot, uncomfort- 
able external pads a minute longer! 

td put up with chafing .. . irrita- 
tion... odor problems and disposal prob- 
lems... when Tampax is as 
handy as your nearest drug or 
notion counter? It gives the 
wearer such a remarkable sense 
of freedom that many users say 
they almost forget it’s ‘‘time-of-the- 
month” for them. Certainly, you feel 
much more poised, much more relaxed, 
with protection that’s both invisible and 
unfelt when in place. You can be your 
dainty, fastidious self at all times! 

It goes without saying that you can 
swim while wearing Tampax, that you 
don’t need to remove it while taking 
your shower or tub. This doctor-invented 
product must be the nicest way of han- 
dling the trying days of the month — 
so many women say so! Buy Tampax 
now in your choice of 3 absorbencies: 
Regular, Super, Junior. Month’s supply 
goes into purse. Tampax Incosporated, 
Palmer, Mass. ' 


teg. U.S. Pat. Off. 


NOBELTS 
NO PINS 


NO PADS 
NO ODOR 





Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 
EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I am 20 years old and my boy 
friend and I have been going together 
for four years. Now he is in the Army 
and he wants me to wait for him the 
next two years, and I don’t want to wait. 
I wanted to get married before he went 
into the Army but he didn’t agree with 
me. I have another boy friend who is 
also in the Army but he gets out in July. 
What should I do? Willie R. Dopson 


Dear Willie: 

I can’t tell you which person to marry 
because you know the boys better than 
Ido. It’s up to you to make the decision, 
and remember marriage is a very serious 
business, and shouldn’t be taken lightly. 
If the first fellow is worth waiting for 
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This very day ie 


Dear M Rcitins Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can make 
ear Mrs. Jackson: ; your hair as lovely as you wish it could be 
I am a boy 17 years old and I’m in the ... gives youthful color to gray hair . . . adds 
12th grade. I have a problem that is glowing new color to drab, colorless hair 
bothering me, and one which I hope you this somites ig looking younger, lovelier . . . ~ 


can help me solve. I met a nice girl at 


for two years, then by all means wait! 


You can depend upon Godefroy’s Larieuse, 


my bi / . 

y irthday hited and she ene ogi the famous brand in the red box . . . known, SS 
note saying she was in love with me. | approved, for more than 50 years. Get it at SSS 
have been seeing her up until now, but your favorite cosmetic counter this very day! =S- 
she doesn’t want me to look or speak to . aa 

In 18 flattering shades 


other girls. This girl is only 12 years 
old and she is in the 6th grade. My par- 


ents disapprove of my seeing her because Just 











of her age. Can you help me a little bit? 
G. C. 
Dear G. C.: 


a Ag & 
I agree wholeheartedly with your par- ah! : 
ents. The girl is too young to be dating wy es 


in the first place and you are too old for 
Ne Shampoo hair thoroughly. _ Apply Godefroy’s Larie- 3. After color has devel- 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's use with handy applicator in- oped, shampoo hair again, 























her to be associating with unless it’s in ‘ min Ge we wt oped, shom 
arieuse as directed. in package. ‘our favorite style. 

Sunday School. By all means tell the “ 

girl that she is entirely too young to be 
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talking of love, for she should be inter- 
ested mainly in friendship. And you 
should be interested in girls your own 


age. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a young man of 25, married with 
a home and four children. But my wife 
and I are not staying together because 
her mother and father won’t let us live 
in peace. What should I do if my wife 
and I| want to live together and her fam- 


ily doesn’t leave us alone? 
Fred Jackson 


Dear Mr. Jackson: 

It all depends on what you mean when 
you say your wife’s parents won't let 
you live in peace. If they come over 
too often and try to run your household, 
that’s not an unusual way for grandpar- 
ents to behave, especially if they are very 
fond of their children and grandchil- 
dren. But if the problem is more serious 
than that it is time for you to assert your 
authority as man of the house. If your 
wife isn’t living with you at this time, 
try your best to get her home and away 
from her parents. Explain to her that 
she is now a mother herself and should 
be mature enough to make decisions 
without interference from her parents. 
If your troubles are financial, work out a 
budget with the help of your wife and 
show her how things will balance out 
with careful spending of your pay check. 
The first and important thing is to get 
her back home with you and away from 
her parents. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a divorcee with three young chil- 
dren. I have been in love with another 
man for almost three years, but haven’t 
had the courage to say | would marry 
him for fear people would talk. My hus- 
band and I ‘have been divorced about 
four years now. The other man also has 
children, two in fact, and one of his chil- 
dren who is almost 18 resents me very 
much. She is still in high school and 
acts very strange whenever I’m around 
her father. We have talked about mar- 
riage (this man and [) for some time, 
but the girl seems to come between us 
and the future. What should | do? 

Mrs. Laughton Everett 


Dear Mrs. Everett: 
If often happens that a daughter re- 
sents the woman her father wants to 


marry. She probably thinks you want to 
come in and take over and thus deprive 
her of things she wants in school. She 
may even have another woman picked 
out for him to marry. However, don’t 
let a young eighteen-year-old make your 
decisions for you. Try to win her over 
with patience even before you are mar. 
ried to her father. Aren’t there some 
little things you can do for her, such as 
offering to help make her clothes and 
stretch her “clothing dollar,” since she 
must have to cook for her father and 
brother, then it would also be wise of 
you to subtly give her easy recipes that 
would make her chores in the kitchen 
easier? Or maybe even offer to come 
over the night she may have a date and 
take over the cooking for her. There are 
any number of ways to win her confi 
dence and friendship, and since you 
know she is the main obstacle you have 
to cross before you marry for happiness, 
| would say start on your project imme 
diately. Good luck! , 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

! am 17 and very much in love with 
a boy the same age. He is in the service 
and is now in Germany for three years. 
He said that he loves me and would like 
to marry me when he gets out of the 
service. I have one child of my own. 
This fellow writes and tells me to go out 
and have fun and the years will go faster. 
Mrs. Jackson, I would like to know 
should I wait for this boy whom I love 
very much, or should I go out with other 
fellows and have fun as he says? 

H. M. Dixon 

Dear H. M.: 

| agree with you three years is a long 
time for a young lady to wait on a per- 
son to come back to her especially when 
she is not engaged or married to this 
fellow. I can only advise patience. faith 
and prayer, and confidence in your boy 
friend. It won’t be any easier for him. 
Remember you already have a child and 
unconsciously he will wonder if you will 
be true to him for three years. Even 
though he does tell you to go out and 
have fun, he may secretly hope that you 
are not going out with other fellows. 
There are any number of things you 
could do to pass the time away. Frankly 
you won’t have too many spare hours 
since you have to take care of your child. 
but it isn’t always necessary to date boys 
to hurry time along. 
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By Margo Hughes 


EARL BAILEY, a gal that’s got it made and about how tough it is for a star to make it with- 


is never at a loss for words at a press inter- out her basic wardrobe. Some sneak thief stole 


view, was grilled by a group of students from _La Bailey’s while she was onstage (sapphire blue 
Chicago City College. The kids visited backstage mink coat, silverblu mink jacket, ermine stole, 
after seeing “House Of Flowers” for an informal and stuff like that). 
chat with Pearlie Mae. Bet she told them all 

Sammy Davis, Jr. is the favorite target for 
manufacturers’ awards for the best dressed 
personality in show business, best booted 
dancing feet in show business, and even one 
famous manufacturer of sportswear is dying 
to put out a line of Sammy Davis sport shirts 
with matching eye patches. Only thing: 
Sammy doesn’t wear a patch any more. Sammy 
incidentally is slated for the honor of being 
the first Negro artist feted by the Hollywood 
Friars Club at their annual dinner this year. 
As a result, the Negro Actors Guild will share 
in the benefits for the first time. 





NY 


It seems the best way to reach the million sale Tina Marshall 











I. Ant wept 1c (Protective, germicidal action) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases its antiseptic and germicidal ingredients 
right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at body 
temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 

Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effeetive than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” odor themselves. 


3. Convenient (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. They’re 
greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist has them 

in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


Mail this coupon today FREE informative Norforms booklet 


= mail this coupon to: Dept. T-58 
orwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 


NORFORMS 


















plain envelope. 
VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES : Name. 
ee (rvease print) 
¥ > , Street. 
Tested by doctors... A NORWICH PRODUCT City. Jone State 


Trusted by women 

















America’s 
Famous 
Fashion Guide 


Aldens 604-page 
Fall Catalog 


o 148 PAGES IN GLORIOUS COLOR? 
It’s FREE . . . and only at Aldens—this 
handsome big Catalog, brimful of Fall’s 
newest and exclusive fashions. Everything 
for a lovelies you in over 250 pages of 
fashion news from New York, Hollywood 
and Paris. More than 300 pages for family 
and home, too! Prices so low you'll be 
amazed. Send for your FREE Catalog now 
... Supply limited, so hurry! See how you 
5 ’ can live better for less . . . pay as you use 
/* Pf on easiest terms . . . get money-back sat- 
“ys isfaction always when you shop at Aldens! 








ALDENS, Dept. 461 Box 8340A, Chicago 80, Ill. 


; Please rush my FREE Aldens big Fall Catalog. t 

| Print NAME | 

Print ADDRESS or R.F.D. NO. | 

' ' 
STATE 

















» Beauty Editor Tells How 
Doctor’s All-In-One 
Medicated Skin Cream 


: KEEPS SKIN LIGHT 
‘ KEEPS SKIN CLEAR 


KEEPS SKIN LOOKING YOUNGER 


~~ — BY JESSIE JONES 


PVs” —~—) 





Atlanta, Ga.—I'’ve just seen one 
new medicated skin cream 
work beauty marvels three ways 
quick and easy. This new im- 

roved cream is called Dr. 

ED Palmer's Skin Whitener. 
You simply smooth a tiny film 
of Dr. FRED Palmer’s Skin 
Whitener over your face, neck, 
arms and hands at night. Then go to sleep. 
While you sleep, here’s the wonderfully nice 
things that happen to your skin . . . 

kin tends to darken as we get older. Dr. 
FRED Palmer's Skin Whitener’s safe medica- 
ion gently bleaches this unnatural dark tone 
away. Ic starts making the skin lighter and 
brighter instantly. And once your skin is as 
light as it can be, occasional treatments will 
keep it light and bright. 

Dr. FRED Palmer’s Skin Whitener cream 
contains special antiseptic medication that 
helps clear away external pimples and other 
imperfections. School oiale embarrassed by 
the piegice of youth will be amazed at Dr. 
FRED Palmer’s clearing action. 

For you older ladies, Dr. FRED Palmer's 
Skin Whitener counteracts the dryness that 
causes wrinkles, lines around the eyes and 
mouth, makes dry skin feel soft and lovely. 
Ask for Dr. FRED Palmer’s Skin Whitener at 
lruggists. Reg. size 30c, largest size 60c. 











The Mariners . . . before the Godfrey ax fell. 
on a record must be to have it banned by all the major Radio and TV networks. 
At least that’s what has happened to Lena Horne’s new hit “I Love To Love.” The 
record is selling like, you know . . . you just can’t get them no more. 
The Mariners, interracial singing group with Arthur Godfrey and “Friends” 
for the past eight years, are hot in more ways than one since the firing. They now 
have more bookings than they can handle, which means money .. money. . 


money. 


Louis Armstrong, who has made many a recording with Bing Crosby over the 
years, is now doing the same with young ‘groaner’ Gary. They’re also touring the 


rounds as a team. 


Nat “King” Cole did a recent tour throughout the 
South. For some undisclosed reason the concerts were 
all held in tobacco warehouses. Ummm. 


Sarah Vaughan is singing melodies of love for hubby- 
manager George Treadwell. And, George would like to 
keep her singing, because the conversation after working 
hours is anything but friendly. Or, that’s the way it seems 
when overheard by innocent bystanders. 


Don’t look now, but the striptease virus has infected 
shapely New York model, Tina Marshall. She’s bump- 
ing and grinding Lady Godiva style on the Burlesque 
stage. 





Olga James 


Sponsoring committee for the big Charlie Parker Memorial, for the benefit of 
the late musician’s family, in a hair pulling huddle over what to do with the $9,298 
fund raised. There’s a question? 


Poor little Buttercup, constant companion, nursemaid, and caretaker of bop 
pianist Bud Powell, has been ousted via legal persuasion. It developed she wasn’t 
the sort of stabilizing influence Bud needs to keep away from the whitecoats. 


Famed cartoonist E. Simms Campbell was really surprised to find a model 
assigned to travel with him on his U. S. Army sponsored 
European tour. She’s Julie Cousin, “Miss Cincinnati” in 
last year’s Atlantic City Beauty Pageant. 


Sarah Lou Harris has glamorized the old sewing 
circle, and figured out a way to build up her collection 
of hand beaded gowns to boct. The pretty model-disk 
jockey is sponsoring beading contests among her fans, 
with a prize for the mostest bugles sewn and the bestest 
design. They work on Sarah’s gowns, of course. 


Duke Ellington, world-famous composer of mood music, 
has turned his genius to play-writing. He’s busy backstage, 
during concert intermissions, (Continued on Page 21) 


Bud Powell 
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By Gerri Major 

EAR GERRI: 

I spent a week of my vacation at a re- 
sort last month and am returning this 
month for a second week, but, Gerri, | 
ran into a situation last time that ruined 
my holiday and I don’t want a repeat 
performance. I met a man whom I liked 
and he obviously was interested in me, 
but we got fouled up in groups of people 
and couldn’t get any time to ourselves. 
How can a girl get out of a crowd for 
a private date? 

Beulah Carruthers 
Baltimore, Md. 


Dear Beulah: 

The best way to get out of a crowd is 
not to get into one, by arranging dates 
in advance. However, when you do find 
yourself surrounded by acquaintances 
and want to escape, there are several 
ways that are in good taste and will not 
give friends the impression you find 
their company undesirable. 

When your young man enters a room 
where you are buried under unattached 
girls or older couples, he should come 
to you, greet the group, and immediately 
ask you to take a walk, or to inspect an 
interesting spot at the resort or to join 
him in a game which only two can play. 
If there are single girls in the party 
whom he would not wish to feel slighted 
he might pretend you have an appoint- 
ment - saying simply, “Are you 
teady?,” or “Am I late for our date?” 

You can’t break away from your 
friends to go chasing after a man. He 
must take the initiative and rescue you. 





Don’t neglect those 





UTS ~ SCRAPES 





Guard against infection — 


use a product that’s PURE 


Watch those everyday cuts and scrapes. If you 
neglect them or treat them wrongly they might 
become infected. Be safe. Rely on a pure prod- 
uct—‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. Used in hos- 
pitals and clinics, it's medically approved for 
first-aid in the home. Get a jar or tube today 
and keep it handy. 


FIRST-AID TIPS FOR CUTS AND SCRAPES: 


1. Clean the wound with iodine or other 
mild antiseptic or soap and water. 


2. When bleeding stops, spread on a pro- 
tective film of ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


3. Don’t use bandage unless wound will 
be exposed to dirt—and even then make 
the bandage /oose, and smear it with 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 








WA\T 


Reader’s Digest calls it ‘The Wonder Jelly” 


Safe, soothing—The FIRST- AID KIT in a jar 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 




















I MARRIED A JAPANESE 


I’m quite a fan of TAN and consider it one 
of the best among the many magazines of its 
kind. The story in the May issue, “I Married 
\ Japanese” was very good and I| want to 
ongratulate you on doing a very fine job and 
hope that you will continue to keep the good 


work up. 
Rosie Lee Powell 
Benton Harbor, Mich. 


| have been a constant reader of TAN since 
it first hit the newsstands, but this happens to 
be the first time I’ve ever written any com- 
ments concerning a specific story, but I just 
had to let you know I think your printing of 
“| Married A Japanese” in your May issue 
was one of the most heart warming stories 
that | have read. 
Keep up the good work and your magazine 
will continue its present high rating. 
C. C. Costnet 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


| have just finished reading your May issue 
and the story, “I Married A Japanese” was 
most enjoyable. 

Yes, the Japanese girls are pretty and they 
are nice, too. I know because I’m writing this 
letter on the train on my way home from 
Korea. I was also stationed in Tokyo for a 
short while, but not long enough. 

rhe story was enjoyed much. I| think your 
magazine is great and I’m sure that thousands 
of others think the same thing. Your magazine 
means so much to the boys overseas. 

Fred Haymore 
Alton, Il. 


| have just finished reading the May issue 
of TAN and was very interested in the story, 
| Married A Japanese.” 

! always look upon articles with amazement 
when | read of the Negro practicing intoler- 
ance when he consistently fights to be ac- 
epted everywhere on an equal basis. Negroes 
who practice this intolerance against people 
who are of different geographical or racial 
backgrounds should look at themselves in 
retrospect. After all this question of equal- 
ness is a “Give and Take” proposition with- 
yut anyone losing and everyone acquiring a 
better understanding of his fellow man. 

During my tour of duty in Japan, I formed 
1 very good opinion of the Japanese women. 
Contrary to the general consensus of opinion 
they are not all prostitutes. In fact, if the true 
percentages were known there would prob- 
ably be a greater percentage in this country. 
lhe American Negro woman would gain con- 
siderably by adopting some of the superior 
traits of the Japanese. Among these are social 
lecorum, friendliness, courtesy, and the ability 


10 


to accept love, courtship and marriage as a 
serious proposition rather than a joke to be 
tossed around as a basketball. American Negro 
women may doubt this, but they should first 
consider their infidelities, broken engagements 
and divorces before reaching a conclusion. 
I think TAN is doing an admirable job and 
wish it much success in the future. 
T/Sgt. William E. Yeary 
Oxnard, Calif. 


Just finished the May issue of TAN and 
must truthfully say the story, “I Married A 
Japanese” was one of the best I have ever read. 
Of course, every issue is tops so continue print- 
ing those wonderful stories and you'll have a 
life-time reader. 

Lafayette Reid 
Griffin, Ga. 


LOOK A-LIKES 


My sister, Cynthia Ruth Butler, looks so 
very much like your May, 1955, cover girl that 
friends from all over continually called to tell 
us that they saw her on the recent TAN cover. 

TAN is most enjoyable and we all like to 
read it. 

Dee Dee Butler 
Jacksonville, Fla. 


TAN FANS 


Hats off to your wonderful magazine. | was 
introduced to it only two days ago by a friend 
of mine who lent me two copies. I enjoyed 
them both thoroughly and | do hope to be a 
regular reader now. 

Rosalind Evans 


Trinidad, B.W.I. 


I read TAN every month and really enjoy 
each issue. “Love Cult Victim” was the story 
I liked most of all. It’s a good thing Bessie 
stopped when she did, because she might have 
ended up like Doreen. 

Carolyn Harris 
Bessemer, Ala. 


“HORRIBLE, DEGRADING” 


I read “Confessions Of An Army Nurse” 
and in my opinion it was one of the most hor- 
rible, degrading affairs | have read. When will 
our Negro men wake up and start using their 
common sense. All I can say is to continue 
printing stories of this sort and maybe a few 
of our men will take heed and stay within 
their own channels. 

Pvt. L. Mitchell 


San Antonio, Texas 


JOYCE BRYANT 


I think TAN is a wonderful magazine and | 
have just finished reading, “The Kind Of Man 
I Want” by Joyce Bryant. 

The article was well written, but a little over 
emphasized. Miss Bryant certainly does have 
the right to choose her mate just as anyone 
does, but she is not the “type” to marry a 
professional man. What professional man 
would want to see his wife forever dressed in 
skin tight or so-called “curved hugging” gowns 
all over magazines and in night clubs. 





Also, it seems as though Miss Bryant would 
like to marry anyone but a Negro from her 
statements. I read the white magazines too, 
and never have I come across an article by any 
famous white person saying that race does not 
matter. I realize that they do marry people of 
other nationalities, but these people are still 
of the white race. 

Maybe Miss Bryant would like to follow the 
footsteps of Lena Horne and Pearl Bailey. And 
like Eartha Kitt, she has the idea that Negroes 
just don’t understand her. And what is so 
complicated about her that a Negro would not 
understand ? 

It all amounts to one thing—as soon as a 
Negro reaches the top, they want to get into 
another race. Is this supposed to be part of 
integration? 

N.E.H. 


Pittsburgh, Penn. 


PLAYBOY KING 


“King Of The Playboys” was tops, but if 
Mr. Smith was eighteen years of age in 1932, 
he is now 41 instead of 38 as you stated in the 
story. At any rate, the story was quite interest- 
ing. I’m glad to know that there is someone 
called lazy, but has business sense and appre 
ciates working only for themselves. I won't 
feel so badly, because I prefer a business of 
my own instead of a boss over me. 

More power to Mr. Smith! 

Janie Harrington 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


UNCIVILIZED? 


After reading a few of your mazagines, | 
wondered whether you are trying to help the 
Negro race. Your pictures are simply dread- 
ful! The action shown in the illustrations is 
without doubt, vile, crude and savage. Can't 
you have beautiful expressions on the char- 
acters’ faces? Must the stories describe char- 
acters which the illustrations do not portray? 

Kindly give this matter much attention as |, 
a Negro, am shocked; and might have judged 
from your stories that American Negroes are 
very uncivilized—which I know is not true. 

Hoping for a marked improvement in your 
future issues. 

Doreen Allen 
St. Kitts, B.WL 


PALS CAME THROUGH 


[ have just finished reading “My Romance 
With Minnie Minoso.” Why do girls still ty 
to get money from a man when he has had his 
way with her and gone on about something 
else? 

It seems to me like she would not have 
looked at Minnie after the nasty way 
treated her. I hope someday he'll meet his 
match. ’ 

Thanks for printing my letter in May's iss’ 
requesting Pen Pals. I am most delighted 
over one pal. So many letters from so mati 
people came until | wonder if I'll be able © 
answer all of them. 


Ruby Davenpott 
Athens, ba. 
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- people or products—names play a very 


important part in our everyday lives. 


Today, our standard of living is greatly enriched 


by our system of competing brand names. 


What do these names mean to you? A great deal, 
because they really make you—and every consumer 
—the boss. 

When a manufacturer proudly signs his name to his 


product, he knows that he has to win your faith in 


that name. 





Only through satisfying you, can he be sure that 


you will buy again — and again! 


That’s the main reason why manufacturers of 
branded and advertised products carry on continu- 
ous programs of research and product improvement. 
That’s why winning your favor is the full time job 
of thousands of scientists and testing engineers, and 
the sole purpose of laboratories and experimental 
plants in every division of industry where trade- 


marking is practiced. 


Yes, in the factories of the brand-makers, yours is the final word. Your 
free choice of branded products makes you the boss of the greatest 


manufacturing system in the world. 


Brand Name Srandation 


INCORPORATED 
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LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC ... THE MOST WIDELY USED ANTISEPTIC IN THE WORLD 
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TOOTH PASTE 
DOESN’T DO IT 


... Ne tooth paste 
gives you the 
proven Listerine 
method of stopping 
bad breath with 
germ-killing action! 


LISTERINE STOPS BAD 
BREATH 4 TIMES BETTER 
THAN TOOTH PASTE 


Germs are the major cause of bad breath and no tooth paste 
kills germs like Listerine—instantly—by millions! 


Far and away the most common 
cause of bad breath is germs. You 
see, germs cause fermentation of 
proteins, which are always present 
in the mouth. Research shows that 
your breath stays sweeter longer, 
the more you reduce germs in the 
mouth. That’s why Listerine stops 
bad breath four times better than 
any tooth paste. 


Listerine Antiseptic Kills 
Germs by Millions 


Listerine Antiseptic kills germs by 
millions on contact. Test after test 
has shown that even fifteen minutes 


after gargling with Listerine Anti- 
septic, germs on tooth, mouth, and 
throat surfaces were reduced up to 
96.7%; one hour afterward, as much 
as 80%. 


No Tooth Paste Kills Germs 
Like This .. . Instantly 


No tooth paste gives you the proven 
Listerine Antiseptic method—ban- 
ishing bad breath with 
super-efficient germ- 
killing action. As a re- 
sult, Listerine stops bad 
breath instantly, usually 
for hours on end. 














Poetry 


REALIZATION 


How wonderful is love 

How wonderful is life 

How wonderful you are 
You— 

Who are my love and my life 
Molded 


Into one. 


How exquisite your eyes 
Amber-colored— 

And flecked with black— 
Shining with unfulfilled pleasure 
In the third light of dawn; 
After a night of love. 


How ecstatically breath-taking 
your embrace 

When deep sleep leaves your 
brain 

And you realize 

That I am here 

Beside you. 

Your lips 

Unfold like morning-glories 

As they part to whisper 

The first ‘‘Good Morning.” 

And, for answer 

(As I have too much love to 
speak) 

I turn 

And lose myself in you 

Entirely—completely— 

Irreparably—Irretrievably 

As a drop of water 

Loses itself 

In the ocean. 


No love is like your love 
My darling. 


No heart beats faster— 

More erratically 

More ecstatically 

Than my heart beats 

At the nearness of you. 

My heart overflows with love 
For you as a whole—and 

For every part of you 
Whether concrete or abstract, 
Ethereal or Earth-Bound. 


How wonderful is life, my love 
How filled with life— 
Is love! 


—Rosemarye Washington 
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Of Love 


FAITHFUL LOVE 


Dear heart, oh heart of my own 
heart; 
What makes you wrench the 
tears 
From me, what causes you to 
hurt me so, 
Long year after year? 


I’ve been faithful and true to 
you, 
I never once have failed you. 
But O! how often now and in the 
past 
You’ve caused me to bewail 
you. 
—Roxanne Archer 


TIME’S RUNNING OUT 


Time’s running out, my sweet, so 
let us live, 

For we are on the scene but for 
a time. 

There’s nought but love and 
worship I can give, 

For I’m no longer in my sunny 
prime. 

We both have run the gamut 
of our youth, 

So let us settle down and be 
content. 

We'll need each other’s warm 
embrace to soothe 

Us in our wintry days when all 
is spent. 


With renewed hope, let’s try 
again and find 

The years of Spring we lost and 
spent apart. 

This time I’m sure the Fates 
will be more kind, 

And fortify our love and vows, 
sweetheart. 

Let’s make up now before it is 
too late, 

For Time runs out on those 
who stand and wait. 


—Ricardo Weeks 
LOVE IN SPRING 


Oh, all the year is made for love, 
The glory of the fall, 

The crystal hours of wintertime, 
But spring is best of all. 


Oh, summer days are warm and 
gold 
And romance lingers there; 
But when green spring goes 
tripping by, 
Love burgeons everywhere. 
—Adrienne Ray 











rest your money 1a WIN A VALUABLE PRIZE! 


GATGH-THE-CASH puzzle 





NOTHING TO BUY! NO OBLIGATION! 
Win a valuable prize! Solve this easy Catch- 
the-Cash puzzle! The folks in the puzzle are 
catching $236. cash. You can see a $100 
bill. . . $50 bill . . . $20 bill . . . and $1 


bill. Now fill in the 3 missing amounts on 
the puzzle below to make a total of $236. 
Here's a hint. One of the missing bills is 
$10. Now do you know the other 2 missing 
amounts? Enter the missing dollars on the 
small puzzle below. Fill out the coupon, clip 
around dotted line & mail NOW for your 
FREE GIFT! 


IT'S EASY TO CATCH CASH (2% 
$50...$100...$500 & more 
IN SPARE TIME 


We're looking for folks with bright minds to 
make easy, extra money! Just show fast- 
selling Merit 21 for $1 Christmas Cards & 
other best sellers to friends, co-workers, etc. 
They're such bargains they practically sell 
themselves! YOU make up to 50¢ profit per 
box! Easiest way to get QUICK CASH—& 
plenty of it in spare time! Also, special fund- 
raising plan for groups. Check coupon below. 














THIS EXQUISITE BOX OF 
21 BEAUTIFUL 
MERIT 
Christmas Cards! 


All YOURS! A gorgeous box of 21 
brand new Merit Christmas Cards 
with matching envelopes! Easily 
worth 15¢ to 25¢ EACH. All 

21 are yours FREE if you solve 

the puzzle. Mail the right 
answer—NOW! 









GET YOUR 
FREE PRIZE NOW!L 
HURRY— 
OFFER LIMITED! fF 


Yours to keep — absolutely | 
Free—Merit's full 21 tet 9 
mas Card assortment when 
you send the answer to our 
easy puzzle! We'll also send 


ASTE ON POST CARD—MAIL NOW 
you FREE personalized -s 


tionery & other samples on 


approval. Costs nothing to | Catch-the-Cash MERIT Greeting Card Co. 
try! Only | entry per family. | 370 Plane St., Dept. 210, Newark 2, N. J. 
cues ead a Pal fier | Here's my answer. Please rush my FREE box 
the month printed on cover of | of 21 Christmas Cards and envelopes, FREE 


this publication. So hurry! Personalized Stationery and other samples 





LP 





Rush your answer to: | ' 
Catch-the-Cash | a ee 

MERIT { 

Greeting Card Co. | “om (Please Printt 





370 Plane St., Dept. 000, Hl = 

Newark 2, N. J. Address 

Puzzle & coupon, when cut along 

dotted line, can be pasted to fit | 

back of post card. Or mail in 

envelope if you wish. Act NOW! | 1 Check here for Special Fund-Raising Plan for Groups 
© Merit 1955 _ 
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['m interested in writing to a nice girl be- 
ween the ages of 20-24, nice looking and in- 
erested in dancing, sports, music, etc. I’m 26, 
ither nice looking, own my own car and 
have a sizeable bank account. 

Calvin Fleming 
Westport, Conn. 


would be interested in joining your Pen 

Pal Club. Would like writing to young mar- 

ied women from 25 on in age. I’m white, in 

y thirties and have been married for 15 
ars. 

Mrs. Frank Rickley 

20 Ontario St. 

Norwalk, Ohio 


am desirous of having my name included 

umong those requesting Pen Pals. My age is 

2. height 5’4%4”, light complexion. My hob- 
ies are sea bathing, reading and dancing. 

Hilda M. Thelwell 

17 North Street 

Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.1. 


We three would be interested in exchanging 

etters with boys and girls between the ages of 
and 20. 

Carolyn Harris 

3202 Avenue C—Paul’s Hill 

Bessemer, Ala. 


Deloris Williams 
714—32nd Street, Ave. B 
Bessemer, Ala. 


Joann Walker 
718—32nd St.. Ave. B 
Bessemer, Ala. 


| am a sophomore in High School and would 

ke to correspond with girls and boys between 

ages of 16 and 19. I’m 16-years-old and 
ve to sing, write, read and study. 

Mary Williams 

1445 N. W. 69th St. 

Miami, Fla. 


would be very pleased to have Pen Pals 

1 New Mexico or Germany. | am 15 years 
1, 5'4” tall. 

(Andrew Dodgett 

803 Martin Street 

High Point, N. C. 


would like to correspond with a nice man 
etween the ages of 19 and 24. I’m 17, 5’3%” 
1d brown skinned. 


Ruby Garrett 
907 Taylor Street 
Lynchburg, Va. 


PEN 





I would like to hear from persons all over 
the world, especially between the ages of 21 
and 30. I am 20, 57”, weigh 132 lbs., have 
medium complexion and black hair. 

My hobbies are reading, writing, doing 
missionary work. I’m very lonely in this city 
with few friends and to correspond with some- 
one would be real pleasant. 

Ella Lou Sworton 
1638 Hale Avenue 
Louisville, Ky. 


I'm 15 years old and from the Republic of 
Panama. | came to the States very young and 
have only a few friends. | would like to cor- 
respond with boys and girls from all over the 
world. 

Arlene Evelyn 
1493 Fulton Street 
Brooklyn 16, N. Y. 


I'm a lonely woman of 40 and not married. 

I would like to correspond with a nice man 

who likes nice things and doesn’t drink. | will 
exchange photos, but men must be over 39. 

Bennie White 

415 South 7th Street 

Paducah, Ky. 


Would like very much to write to a friendly 
boy between the age of 15 and 17. I’m a steady 
reader of TAN and especially enjoy reading 
your requests for Pen Pals. 

LaDonna Scott 
109 North Wisconsin 
Oswego, Kans. 


Am colored, edu- 
movies. Will 


Interested in Pen Pals. 
cated and like dancing and 
answer all mail. 

Florine Smith 
121 Horace Street 
Cincinnati, Ohio 


I am a very lonely man at the age of 25. I 
would like to find some nice girl between the 
ages of 19 and 24 to correspond with. 

Floyd Pugh 
218 Hall Ct. 
Youngstown, Ohio 


I’m a lonely G.l. here in England and some 
letters from home would sure make me feel 
good. I’m 23, 6’ tall, have brown complexion 
and curly black hair. 

\/2C Lavoid Hairston 
7510th USAF Hospital 
{PO 240, Box 194 

% P.M. 


New York, N. Y. 


I would like to correspond with some nice 





PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


like dancing, singing and sports. I have a son 
who is three months old. 

Jean Harvey 

303 Baldwin St., S.W, 

Atlanta, Ga. 


[am a young Jamaican who is in need of 
foreign Pen Pals. I am 19 years old and have 
just finished college. | would like to corres- 
pond with both male and female of your coun- 
try and Bermuda. 

Patricia Huntt 
33 Charles Street 
Kingston, P. 0. 
Jamaica, B.W.L. 


| am interested and would like very much 

to correspond with any fellows. | will gladly 

answer all letters. | am 18, 5'7”, weight 127 

lbs., have brown eyes, black hair and tan com- 
plexion. 

Shirley M. Owen 

Route | 

Lawrenceville, Va. 


I'd like to make a request for Pen Pals. 
!'m colored, nineteen and considered attrac- 
tive. [| have a high school education. Will 
appreciate letters from all parts of the world 
and any race. 


Deloris W. Staley 
Rte. 5. Box 288 
Ocala, Fla. 


Wanted—Pen Pals between the ages of 20 
and 30. I'm a nice girl, age: 18. 

Claudette Benefield 

2001 Williams Street 

Chattanooga 8, Tenn. 


I'm very lonely and want to correspond with 
service men, teachers and lawyers between the 
ages of 22 and 28, or older. | have a brown 
complexion, 5'6” tall and wear glasses. 

Thelma Lewis 
600 South Crain Street 
Altus, Okla. 


men between the ages of 19 and 23. I'm 18,_ 





I'm interested in corresponding with young 
men between the ages of 20 and 26. | will 
answer all letters and exchange pictures. | 
would especially like to write lonely service 
men in the States. 

Rena Bond 
Route 1. Box 175 
Henning, Tean. 

I'm 15 years old and am very anxious lt 

have Pen Pals, both boys and girls. 
Dorothy Fletcher 
1847 Margaret Street 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
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By 


James Goodrich 


IMMY RUSHING is a blues singer 

of the old school and a rarity in his 
idiom because he has not allowed com- 
mercialism to burden his singing on rec- 
ords. 

Recording for 27 vears now, the ro- 
tund ex-vocal star of the Count Basie 
hand is perhaps the least commercial 
of all blues chirpers working on wax 
today. Yet. he has appeal enough to 
rank as a strong favorite with fans who 
are most hep to the indigo brand of 
music. His releases sell consistently well 
in record marts and are frequently 
among the most-played tunes on juke 
boxes. 

Rushing has cut hundreds of blues 
records, most of them with the bands 





of Count Basie and the late Bennie Mo- 
ten. His most recent efforts on wax were 
some sides he pressed with an all-star 
aggregation for Vanguard Recording So- 
ciety, Inc.. of New York, normally a 
recorder of classical music. The sides 
number seven | How Long, Boogie W oo- 
ste, How You Want Your Lovin’ Done, 


Goin’ to Chicago, | Want a Little Girl. 
Leave Me and Sent For You Yesterday). 
all now available on the market in an 
LP album titled “Jimmy Rushing Sings 
The Blues.” 

\s fans of Rushing will quickly recog- 
nize. five of the Vanguard sides are 
tunes with which the blues singer first 
became famous on recordings while with 
the Basie band. They are: How Long, 
Boogie Woogie, Goin’ To Chicago, | 
Want A Little Girl, Leave Me and Sent 
For You Yesterday. As Basie releases 
the sides had a real swinging beat. The 
Vanguard discs are fashioned pretty 
much on the same kick as the originals. 
On the Vanguard releases, Rushing is 
supported by three of his ex-mates from 
the yesteryear Count Basie band—bass- 
ist Walter Page, drummer Jo Jones and 
Buddy Tate. 


group are pia “ist Sam Price. trumpeter 


tenor saxist Also in the 
Pat Jenkins and altoist Ben Richardson. 
The group plays ideally for Rushing’s 
stvle in backing him. 


Rushing sings | Continued on Page 2)) 























































Style No. 213—Wonderful 


2-piece slack suit— 9 to 17 
We borrowed the 10 to 20 
diagonal zipper from 

your beau’s best 

shirt. Crease-resistant 38 to 46 


rayon gabardine. In navy, 9.98 
grey, green, black. MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE 


—_— oe je cm ee 
Dept. BO-85 
868 Sixth Avenue, New York 1, N. Y. 


On prepaid orders add 30¢ for postage and handling. You 
save C.0.D. charges. if C.0.D. you pay price plus postage 
and C.0.D. charges. 





Style No. | Size 1st Color Cheice 2nd Color Choice 
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Helen was a plain Jane, but also a good wife. That 


is, she was good enough for her husband, Dennis, — 


until her sister, Gloria, came along! 


HEN I WENT to answer the door-bell that fateful night, little 
did I dream that the person who was to enter my home was to 
bring terror and heartbreak into my life. 

I was sewing an insignia on my husband’s uniform when the door- 
bell rang. My husband, Dennis, is a bus driver, and he had me sew 
all his insignia on his uniforms. He said that I did a better job than 
his tailor, and besides that, the money we saved went into our piggy- 
bank against a rainy day. 

The bell rang twice before | got to the door, but I did not open 
the door right away. | remembered what Dennis always said, “Never 
open the door when I’m away. Always ask the caller to identify himself.” 

Lately there had been a number of robberies and a murder not far 
from our little cottage, and Dennis insisted on my being extra cautious. 

“Who is it?” I asked, in a voice that I did not recognize as my 
own, for the thought that there might be a stranger on the other side 
of the door who might harm me, made my whole body shake with fright. 

“It’s me, Gloria,” said the voice behind the door. I recognized the 
voice immediately. I opened the door hurriedly. I knew who was out- 
side, and | didn’t want to keep my very own sister waiting outside 
in the dark. (Continued on Page 18) 











Vow, | am content in my new-found happi- 
ness, and there is nothing more 1 want or 
need on my own little tsland of security ... 

















| was surprised to see her. The last time 
she wrote me was at Christmas time—that 
she was singing in a night club and doing 
very well. So it was with mixed feelings 
that I greeted her. 

“Gloria! Why didn’t you write me that 
you were coming. I would have fixed up 
our extra room. I’m afraid now there’s 
only the couch in the living room for you 
to sleep on. I hope you don’t mind.” 

“J don’t mind it if your darling husband 
doesn’t mind. The last time I was here 
he made it quite clear that I wasn’t wel- 
come here ever again.” 

“That isn’t exactly true, Gloria, and you 
know it. Anyway. it’s mostly your fault. 
You insisted on having that wild party 
even after I told you Dennis wouldn’t like 
it. After all. it is his house.” 

“It’s as much your house now, as his 
house. You’re married to him, aren’t you?” 
my sister said heatedly. 

“Still. there was no excuse for having 
those drunken friends of yours in my 
nouse . 

“Okay. sis. it won’t happen again. Am I 
welcome ?” : 

“Of course you are, Glory. But what’s 
the trouble this time? The only time you 
ome to visit me is when you're in trouble.” 

“I’m not in trouble. I’m just broke, 
that’s all.” 

“But Glory. you wrote me at Christmas 
time that you were doing fine. You had 
1 steady singing job. and you were going 
with someone named Bob Summers. What 
happened?” 

“I don’t want to talk about it.” 

“All right. Glory. I won’t talk about it. 
[ll just get you a sandwich and a glass 
of milk. You must be starved.” 

“l am hungry. sis. I haven’t eaten since 
yesterday, after my last performance.” 

There was. I noticed. a tense. strained 
look in my sister’s eyes. and her hand 
trembled as she reached into her purse for 
a cigarette. I had to light it for her. when 
| saw that she was having trouble striking 
a match 

“Glory. what is it? What’s the matter 
with you? You can tell me. You always 
did come to me with all your troubles 
when you were little. remember?” 

“How can I ever forget that you were 
always ‘Big Sis’ to me ever since Dad and 
Mom were killed in that awful automobile 
accident. Sis, I’ve . . . I’ve had a nervous 
breakdown. I didn’t want to worry you, 
but I’ve been in a hospital all this time 
and I used up all the money I had.” 

“Oh. Glory, why didn’t you write me?” 
You know that I would have sent you 
some money—as much as you needed.” 

“I didn’t know how Dennis would take 
it. I’ve caused you enough trouble. I’m 
just a jinx to you, sis, that’s all I am.” 

| put my arm around my younger sister. 
I felt her body trembling. I could stand 
it no longer. 

“Glory, you get right into bed. Into 
bed. Tl sleep on the couch 
tonight.” Gloria started to protest. but 
l ignored her. 
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“But sis, Dennis won't like it. He’ll 
have to sit in that arm chair all night 
long.” 

“Dennis won’t be home tonight. He’s 
filling in for a driver who was sick. So 
you see, Glory, we'll be all alone and you 
can have the bed all to yourself tonight.” 

There were signs of tears in her eyes 
as Gloria came over and kissed me on 
the cheek. 

“Sis. I don’t know what I’d done if I 
didn’t have you to come to tonight. I got 
so tired walking here from the bus stop.” 

“Do you mean you walked all the way 
from where the bus stops? Why didn’t you 
ask some driver for a ride?” 

“I did, sis, and I got a ride all right— 
part of the way. The man started to get 
fresh, right away. and | had to fight him 
off. One thing is sure. He’ll have to ex- 
plain some really deep scratches on his 
face to his wife tonight, believe me.” 

“Tm sorry. Glory. You don’t seem to 
have much luck with men, do you?” 

“T wish I was like you. sis. You've got 
just one man, and you never have to worry 
about him. When he’s through with his 
work, he comes straight home to you.” 

I felt sorry for Gloria. 1 knew how she 
must be feeling. I tried to console her as 
best I could. 

“Some day you'll find someone just as 
dependable as Dennis. I’m sure of it, 
Glory.” 


“T hope so. sis.” 


I WATCHED while my sister undressed. 

noticing her fine young body, the full, 
supple breasts, her long graceful legs, and 
the golden color of her skin. She had the 
figure of a young goddess—no one could 
deny that. No wonder all the men she 
knew were after her. When she was in 
bed, I put out the light and left the bed- 
room. I had a lot of mending to do, and 
I decided to spend another hour with the 
needle. 

As I worked on Dennis’ socks, a strange. 
nostalgic feeling came over me. I thought 
of the days when I had to look after Gloria 
all by myself. I thought of the dozens of 
scrapes she’d gotten herself into, and the 
number of times I had to straighten her 
out. And now. Gloria was back again— 
jobless and moneyless. 

Gloria had always been a wild kid even 
when she was fourteen or fifteen. Neigh- 
bors thought of her as just a tomboy, and 
did not think too much of the games she 
played with the boys. They thought it 
all part of her growing up. But I knew 
different. 

More than once I caught her in some 
dark corner of a building with some boy 
smoking cigarettes. or necking. In those 
days. I wished with all my heart that my 
father and mother were still alive. If they 
were, then Gloria would have the chance 
to grow to womanhood in a decent, re- 
spectable neighborhood. 

There was a strain of wild blood in 
Gloria. I was as sure of that as I was 
sure my name was Helen. From whom 


she had gotten that blood strain was some- 
thing I would never know. Both my father 
and mother were decent folks. They loved 
each other with a warm, tender devotion. 
Never did I hear them quarrel, or shout 
at each other like some of the married 
couples in the neighborhood. Theirs was 
an everlasting, compassionate union. 

When Gloria was eighteen. Dennis 
Crockett came into my life. He was tall. 
handsome, and straightforward, and though 
he knew he was good looking. he never let 
it go to his head. We met at a roller-skat- 
ing rink, and three months later we were 
married. 

My sister was on her own now. She had 
always wanted to be a singer or an actress, 
and her constant ambition was to earn her 
way in the entertainment business. When 
I married Dennis, she got her chance. as 
a vocalist in a small dance band. After 
that. she moved from city to city, always 
with some show or singing act. and from 
time to time, I received a letter telling me 
where she was staying. From the address 
on the envelope, I knew it was in some 
cheap hotel. 

Many of her letters told of certain men 
who had taken a shine to her and bought 
her expensive gifts, but these relationships 
did not last long. Then she met a young 
man named Bob Summers. I was sure that 
Gloria had finally met someone who would 
make her happy. But even that romance 
was not to endure. 

Absorbed in my sewing, I was suddenly 
startled to hear strange sounds coming 
from my bedroom where Gloria slept. It 
sounded like someone crying. I got up 
out of my chair and walked over to the 
door of the room, and listened. In that 
instant. I heard muffled sobs coming from 
inside that room. 

My heart melted completely as I thought 
that Gloria, my very own sister. was hiding 
something from me. Still. 1 could not hon- 
estly blame her too much. Nature had 
endowed her with a fine body and a good 
looking face. and with a combination like 
that. it was difficult not to meet all sorts 
of men. 

I opened the door quietly and walked in. 
Gloria was sitting up in bed. her face 
buried in her hands. Her dark. curly hair 
had cascaded down and I could not readily 
see anything else. 

“Glory. honey, what is it?” I asked her. 
my heart heavy as lead. I sat down on 
the bed and put my arms around her. 

“Tell me what the trouble is. Maybe | 
can help.” She stirred in my arms, and 
suddenly her face emerged and | saw her 
tear-stained, mascara-smeared face. She 
did not look like the youthful. fresh. ani- 
mated Gloria that I used to know. What 
had happened to her? The sweet inno 
cence I used to see in her when she was 
no more than an infant—this “pearl of 
great price.”—where was it now? 

Here, instead, was a Gloria | did not 
know—thin, worn, and sickly looking. She 
had grown old in that instant. I thought. 

Gloria would not say a word. She just 
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lay back in my arms like a contented 
child, while I rocked her back and forth, 
back and forth, like I used to do when 
she was a child. 

I held her until I thought she was 
asleep, then [ let her head drop to the 
pillow, pulled the coverlet over her and 
left the room. I went back to my sewing, 
but I found that my heart wasn’t in it. 
Within the next half-hour I was in bed 
myself. 

In the morning, I awoke early and made 
breakfast. but I decided to let Gloria sleep 
as long as she wanted to. Perhaps it was 
the pleasant aroma of the bacon and eggs, 
or maybe the coffee. Anyway, it wasn't 
long before Gloria stood in the doorway 
of the bedroom, stretching her arms lazily 
over her head and yawning. 

“Good morning, Glory. I wanted you to 
sleep a little longer. [ remember how tired 
you were last night.” 

“[’m all right, sis. [I’m just hungry, 
that’s all.” She went back into the room, 
and I heard her opening her suitcase 
searching, no doubt, for something appro- 
priate to wear at the breakfast table. What- 
ever she would wear, I was sure. would 
be gaudy. bright, and outlandish. That was 
one habit I could never break her of, even 
as a child—her love of gaudy clothes. 

Ten minutes later. she was seated oppo- 
site me wearing a bright red lounging robe 
that really set off her dark, shining hair. 
She had made up her face, but [| was 
sorry to see that she still used a theatrical 
make-up. 

She was no longer the soft, cuddly Gloria 
I used to know. I did not like it, but I 
did not say anything. On this beautiful 
morning I did not feel like starting a fam- 
ily argument. While she was eating, Gloria 
told me all about herself—about her ex- 
periences in show business, and especially 
about the men she had met. For some 
reason, she did not mention Bob Summers, 
although from her last letter [ was sure 
that he was the only one she cared about. 

All at once, [ became concerned about 
her future. 

“Sis, are you going back into the night 
club business? I should think you’d had 
enough of it. Why don’t you give it up 
and find a job in town here? If you want 
me to, I'll ask around and see if there are 
any openings. You know, sis, it’s about 
time you settled down, you can't keep 
singing forever.” 

If I had expected Gloria to make a 
scene about my advice, [ was mistaken. 
Instead, she looked at me in a funny, sad 
way, in sort of a far-off, detached manner. 

“Thanks, sis, for your advice. but I’m 
not ready to settle down yet. And anyway, 
I haven’t met the guy I’d want to settle 
down with.” 

“But you won’t find him in night clubs. 
From what you tell me, they’re all fresh. 
and only want a girl to... to. 

“You mean to play around with? 

“Yes, Glory. That’s just what I do 
mean.” 


“Well, that’s the way it is, sis. It’s all 
part of the profession.” 

“Then I[ think it’s a wicked profession, 
and the sooner you're out of it, the bet- 
ter!” 

But I did not make any sort of an im- 
pression on my sister. Right then and 
there I had the feeling that she would 
come to a bad end if she did not change 
her ways. In a fit of hopelessness, I got 
down on my knees and begged her, 

“Glory, Glory. please change your mind 
before it’s too late! I don’t want you to 
turn out bad. I promised Mom and Dad 
to take care of you, but but you 
wouldn’t listen to anything I’ve said. 
Please, Gloria, change your ways before 
you ruin your life! 

But Gloria just sat there. oblivious of 
my outburst. 

“You just don’t understand” was all she 
said. 

“I guess I never will, Glory,” I told 
her. The doorbell rang then. Two short 
rings and a long one, and I knew at once 
who it was. Dennis. That was his way 
of letting me know he was home. 


OPENED the door, and there stood 

Dennis, big as life. His six feet two 
inches filled the doorway completely. He 
reached for me and lifted me off the floor, 
at the same time planting a big kiss on 
my lips. He kissed me again and again. 

“Hi, sugar! Glad to see me?” His hap- 
py voice suddenly changed the cold, tense 
silence of the room into one of joyous in- 
timacy. 

“You know I’m glad to see you, Dennis. 
1 missed you terribly.” 

He had not seen Gloria at the table. not 
yet, but when he walked into the tiny 
kitchen, holding my hand, his eyes seemed 
immediately drawn to her shock of shining 
hair. The morning sun, slanting in from 
the windows, had caught her hair just 
right, making it more beautiful than ever. 
His attitude changed abruptly, I could 
sense that at once. 

“Hello. tall, dark and handsome!” greet- 
ed Gloria. 

“Hello, Gloria,” said my husband with- 
out the slightest enthusiasm, not under- 
standing what she was doing in his house 
and conscious of the bright red robe that 
had suddenly come open, disclosing what 
little she was wearing underneath. I[ felt 
embarrassed at the strained silence be- 
tween the two. 

“How about some breakfast, Dennis, or 
have you already eaten?” 

“No ... I haven’t had any breakfast. 
Helen. I was too much in a hurry to get 
home.” 

“To your darling little wife?” 
Gloria. 

“Yes.” said Dennis, ignoring her flippant 
remark, “to my darling little wife.” 

“What a quaint husbandly greeting,” 
she added insolently. I hurried into the 
kitchen and started to break open a cou- 
ple of eggs and prepare the bacon. I 
wanted no part of their argument. I had 


teased 


heard it before, and their words made no 
sense to me. 

I could not understand the reason for 
their antagonistic attitude. It had started, 
it seemed to me, the first time my sister 
had visited us, about a year before. Dennis 
was kind to her then, and actually went 
out of his way to please her, and cater to 
her every whim. Now, it was quite obvious 
that he did not want her in the house. 
Why? A sudden pang of suspicion began 
to gnaw at my insides. 

Was there something I didn’t know? . 

I brushed the thought aside. This was 
not the time to think suspicious thoughts. 
Not when Dennis was waiting for his 
breakfast. They were strangely quiet when 
I brought in the breakfast. But I could 
sense that they were both in a defiant mood. 
Gloria sat at the table with her head 
bent down. but Dennis proceeded to wolf 
down his food as though he hadn’t eaten 
for days. After he had finished, he brought 
the dishes to the sink. 

He had done this ever since we were 
married, and I thought it was a fine quality 
in a man, but I noticed that there was a 
look of scorn on Gloria’s face. 

Five minutes later, he was sitting in his 
favorite chair, reading the evening paper 
and smoking his pipe. There was an air of 
peace and tranquility about him and | 
prayed to God, a silent little prayer, that 
all was right again. 

At ten o’clock I made up the sofa so 
that Gloria could sleep there comfortably, 
bringing her an extra blanket, for the 
nights along the coast were chilly, and 
the night winds were not friendly to our 
weather-beaten little cottage. 

Dennis went into our bedroom after 
mumbling a tense “Good night” to my 
sister, but I stayed behind a few moments 
to see if there was anything else Gloria 
wanted. After that, I joined Dennis in the 
bedroom, and that night, safe in his strong 
arms, I| felt that nothing could separate 
me from the intimacy of my sanctuary— 
neither Gloria, nor the outside world, nor 
the whooping of the wind outdoors that 
was threatening to tear the roof off our 
house. I dreamed strange dreams that 
night, I awoke in the middle of one of 
them in a cold sweat. But the sight of 
Dennis beside me reassured me and I went 
back to sleep, but not until I had the odd 
feeling that someone had opened the cot- 
tage door . . . there was the slight sound 
of a gust of wind entering the house, then 
nothing more... . 

I awoke with a start early next morning. 
I had slept fitfully all through the night. I 
noticed that Dennis was still asleep. I 
crept out of bed noiselessly, not wanting 
to wake him. I slipped into my robe and 
opened the bedroom door. The first thing 
that caught my eye was that Gloria was 
not asleep on the couch. I rubbed my 
eyes and looked again. Gloria was gone 
and the couch was in complete disarray. 
One of the blankets had fallen on the 
floor and Gloria had not taken the trouble 
to pick it up. 
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When I moved over to pick up the blan- 
ket, I knew the reason why she had not 
troubled to pick it up. There was a note 
pinned to it. With my heart suddenly be- 
coming taut with a premonition of some- 
thing about to happen, I read the note. 

It was in Gloria’s handwriting. I could 
tell her writing a foot away, and she had 
written it in a hurry, I could tell that too. 

“Dear Sis: I don’t know how to start 
this letter, because no matter what I write, 
[ will hurt you, and I wish to God I 
didn’t have to. Maybe by this time, Dennis 
will have told you about us. How the last 
time I visited you, Dennis and I did 
something I’ve been sorry for ever since. 
[ am alone to blame. I teased him and 
egged him on, and one thing led to another. 
It happened the day you went to Boston 
to visit your school chum Grace Pennell 
who had just gotten married, remember? 
It was that afternoon, on the sand dunes 
not far from the cottage. I made Dennis 
take me for a walk. I don’t know what 
got into me, and that’s when it happened. 
Please don’t blame Dennis. It was all my 
fault. I remember I had an awful time 
getting him to do what I wanted him to, 
so you see he is not to be blamed. There 
is one more thing though, and this is 
about the worst of it—there is a baby, 
Dennis and mine, a baby girl about three 
months old now. That time I told you I 
was in the hospital because of a break- 
down, well, it was to have my baby. I 
named it Donna, after Dennis. It is still 
in a nursing home in New York. I’ve been 
paying for its keep all this time. That’s 
why I’ve been broke. Dennis doesn’t know 
about the baby, but now, I guess, he’ll have 
to know. Please don’t judge me too badly 
for what I am going to do, but I can’t 
see any other way out of this mess. I’ve 
ruined my life, and I almost ruined yours. 
Please sis, take good care of little Donna 
for me, and rear her like she was your 
own. | am registered there as Mrs. Gloria 
Brown. 

Goodbye, and may God forgive me, 

Gloria. 


As I read the letter, my whole little 
world of happiness, that I had built around 
Dennis, seemed to come tumbling down all 
around me. I could not believe it! I 
would not believe it! Not Dennis. . . . He 
couldn’t do a thing like that to me! But 
something deep inside of me made me 
doubt my own thoughts. Gloria could do 
that to a man—any man! Gloria, with her 
wild, untamed, wanton blood coursing 
through her veins in a fever of passion. 

My mind, which had been a blank all 
the while I read the letter, now cleared 
enough for me to realize that I hadn’t 
given a thought to where Gloria had gone, 
or what she was about to do. Dennis would 
know what to do, was my first thought. All 
else was forgotten in that one desperate 
moment. The important thing was to find 
Gloria! 

I went back into the bedroom. Dennis 
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was sitting up in bed with a strange, far- 
away look on his face, one that I would 
never forget. His face was contorted into 
a mask of sober realization. I had the 
feeling, then and there, that he was about 
to tell me something. The moment I en- 
tered the room, he looked up at me and 
said: 

“Helen, sit down. There’s something I’ve 
got to tell you. No, don’t interrupt me,” he 
said as [ started to tell him about Gloria’s 
disappearance, “this is going to take a lot 
out of me and I want you to hear the 
whole rotten story, before I change my 
mind... .” But Dennis did not even 
start to tell me his story. He had seen 
the strained look on my face and the tears 
that had started to thicken under my eye- 
lids. 

“What is it, Helen, what’s wrong?” He 
reached for my hand and held it in a 
grasp of steel. 

“Dennis, I . . . I know all about it—all 
about Gloria and you . . .” 

There was a look of utter bewilderment 
on the face of my husband. “You know?” 

“Yes, Dennis, I know. Gloria’s gone. She 
must have left very early this morning, 
while we were both asleep. Here, read 
the note she left.” 

I watched while my husband devoured 
the contents of the letter. I could not, im- 
mediately, tell what his thoughts were 
while he was reading, but when he had 
finished, he leaped out of bed and started 
to dress. 

“We’ve got to find her, Helen. The poor 
kid’s probably thinking of committing su- 
icide. Maybe it’s not too late to stop her!” 

A sudden joyous feeling came over me. I 
was proud, oh, so proud of him. I was 
ashamed of myself for thinking the worst 
of him moments before—that he was only 
a second-hand husband of mine, tainted by 
the lust of my very own sister. I had to 
forgive him, if only for his concern for 
Gloria. I threw myself into his arms and 
kissed him. Dennis could do that to me— 
change my feelings from those of darkest 
despair, to hope and faith! 

“Hurry, you get dressed too, Helen,” he 
urged, “maybe it’s not too late. I think 
I know where she’s gone—down the beach 
to a spot under a sand dune! The crazy 
kid called it her “thinking” place. She’d 
go there when she felt down in the dumps. 
Ready, Helen?” I was ready. It did not 
take me long to dress—not when the life 
of my sister was at stake. We were out 
of the cottage in an instant and running 
across the road that led to the beach. 

I tried to keep up with Dennis, but his 
long legs were too much for me. It did not 
take him long to out distance me. Silent 
and deserted, the long beach stretched 
away to its rocky boundary, and a bright 
wake of sunlight fell across sand, turning 
all the depressions in its shining course 
into quaking pools of liquid gold. One 
beyond another, the white sand-hills leaned 
backward from the shore, gleaming mys- 
teriously, like snow mountains in a dream. 

I heard Dennis’ voice calling, again and 


again. It echoed and reechoed across the 
great expanse of sand dunes. 

“Glory!” he called. “Glory! Where are 
you?” 

There was no answer. Only a strange, 
stilted silence prevailed. Again came my 
husband’s voice, louder this time, and not 
long after that, but what seemed an eterni- 
ty to me, came a voice I recognized, on 
the wings of the wind. Gloria’s voice! 

“I’m here!” she called. 


CAUGHT UP with Dennis about twen- 

ty-five yards from a sand dune. We 
were standing together, high on a sandy 
hill. Above us, the sky was tinged with 
pink, the long wet beach below us glowed 
with it, and the shining sands blushed a 
faint reflection of the sky. Out into the 
pale green waters of the gently heaving 
sea, long ridges of rock stretched one 
beyond the other, as far as the eye could 
see. 

I waited for Gloria’s voice again, for 
this was the place that Dennis said was 
her “thinking” spot. The shadows of morn- 
ing were everywhere. Somewhere, in the 
darkness, huddled Gloria, afraid, lonely 
and bewildered... . 

There was heavy silence. Even the sea 
was still, and then, from out of the gloom, 
a girl’s voice resounded in one terrified 
frenzied cry. 

Rigid, motionless, Dennis and I stood, 
staring down into a solitary sand dune on 
our right. A lingering cloud passed slowly, 
and suddenly the whole landscape was 
flooded with light. I looked again at the 
clump of sand dune, There was a tiny 
dark patch, hunched together against a 
sandy wall. 

For a moment, I took it to be a dark 
cloud, but Dennis had seen it too and he 
sprang from the hill and ran quickly to 
the side of the dark silhouette. He picked 
up the silent, trembling form and carried 
it to where I stood. 

“It’s Gloria!” he cried huskily, and I 
saw in the eyes of my husband the honest 
glow of a job well done. That was all he 
needed to say, “It’s Gloria!” 

We brought her back to the cottage. I 
took off all her wet clothes and wrapped 
her in a blanket and put her to bed. | 
did not want to question her now—not after 
the terrible ordeal she had gone through. 
What she needed now was rest and quiet. 

Gloria awoke late that afternoon, and 
got out of bed. She said she felt like talk- 
ing. 

“I’m sorry about the whole thing. | 
didn’t mean to cause all this trouble, and 
I know now I was wrong to try and take 
my life. It won’t happen again.” There 
was a look of determination on her face. 

“Sis.” 

“Yes, Glory. What is it?” 

“Sis, ’'m going away to start a new 
life. Somewhere far from here where I 
won’t be reminded of what happened. | 
want you to have Donna. I know you both 
will be good to her. Bring her up 48 
your own, and don’t ever tell her about 
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. about me. Will you do that for me, 
sis?” 

“Yes, Glory, if that’s what you want,” 

“That’s exactly what I want. And one 
more thing, sis.” 

“Yes, Glory?” 

“Dennis. . . . Will he ever forgive me 
for all the trouble I caused him?” 

“He already has, Glory.” 

“Then I’m glad about how the whole 
thing ended.” Soon after supper, Gloria 
had packed her meager belongings in her 
little bag and was ready to leave. She 
cried a little when Dennis kissed her and 
slipped a little roll of bills into her hand. 
She would not even let Dennis drive her 
to the bus depot. 

“I can take care of myself from now 


on,” These were her last words—her very 
last words. In that moment, I prayed with 
all my might that the future would bring 
my sister some degree of happiness. There 
would be other prayers every night after 
that. 

I haven’t seen Gloria since the day of 
her suicide attempt, but, from time to 
time I receive a letter from her asking 
about little Donna’s health—how tall has 
she grown, and what her weight is. On 
Donna’s birthday, there is sure to arrive 
a toy or doll, plainly marked “from Aunt 
Gloria.” 

As for myself, I am content in my new- 
found happiness, and there is nothing 
I want or need on my own little island 


of security. THE END 
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working on a play which will be pro- 
duced on Broadway next season. 

If you’ve ever wished for the 
chance to glimpse the inside of 
‘Heaven,’ then hold on to your TV 
set. Father Divine is considering a 
weekly TV show. 

Bet you didn’t know concert singer Wil- 
liam Warfield started his career as a Boo- 
gie Woogie pianist . . . and is still quite 
proficient on the 88’s. Incidentally, War- 
field and Leontyne Price seem destined 
to become the first Negro Mr. and Mrs. 
team in grand opera. 

The Orioles have lost handsome 
baritone, Gregory Carroll. Young 
Carroll is now rockin’ and rollin’ in 
Uncle Sam’s army. 

Olga James had the customers pop- 
eyed during her nite club tour. They didn’t 
recognize her as plain little Cindy Lou 
from Carmen Jones. She’s the prettiest 
little doll around. 

The President of Waterman Pen 
Company presented Eartha Kitt with 
a special built, cartridge-filled foun- 
tain pen to help along the writing of 
her memoirs. She plans to do the 
entire manuscript in longhand. 

Junius Kellogg, lanky young athlete 
paralyzed as a result of an automobile ac- 
cident in Arkansas while traveling with 
the Harlem Globetrotters, is miraculously 
regaining his health. He is now able to 
travel again . . . in a specially built, over- 
sized wheelchair which he calls “my Cad- 
illac.” 

$50,000 of the money behind the 
Negro musical “Jazz Train,” featur- 
ing the Chocolateers, Carl Latimer, 
and a few others, was anteed up by 
U.S. Air Force officers and enlisted 
men. Show stopper of this little re- 
vue is a chick by the name of Bea- 
trice Reading. This one slinks on 
stage in clinging white fringed gown, 
with matching white hair . . . it’s 
dyed that way. How does it look? 
Like 20 miles of bad road ahead. 
By the way, she sings, not bad. 


On The Records 
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the blues as they were originally sung by 
immortals like Bessie Smith, Big Bill 
Broonzy and Blind Lemon Jefferson, be- 
fore the music was beset with commercial 
pressures. His style is true and he always 
imparts a feeling of sincerity to his ex- 
pression of lyric and harmonics. Unlike 
many of today’s blues singers, he is no 
showoff and knows how to control his 
shouts to make them most effective. He 
rates as an absolute technician at his 
craft. 

Singing blues, Rushing works with melo- 
dies which have been described as the 
“richest, deepest, most emotional songs of 
the jazz idiom.” He fits into the pattern 
perfectly. A roly-poly man, often referred 
to as “Mr. Five-by-Five,” he looks the 
part of a blues singer and has all the 
equipment needed to be a good one. Gifted 
with a big, sensitive voice, he can register 
vocally any expression on the emotional 
scale from plaintive sorrow to gleeful mer- 
riment. He is probably at his best at the 
wailing type of blues singing. Rushing has 
been crooning blues for a long time. Back 
in the early 1920’s, he began singing the 
mood music in a trio maestroed by Walter 
Page, the bassist. He made his first 
recording in 1928, a Vocalion disc called 
Blue Devil Blues which became a collec- 
tor’s item because of his singing. Ironic- 
ally he got no credit on the label for his 
contribution. 

Rushing may get his biggest note to 
date from his releases on Vanguard. His 
album for the diskery is considered to be 
an important work, being part of a new 
series the label is offering in creative jazz. 
Called “The Jazz Workshop,” the series is 
supervised by John Hammond, renowned 
jazz commentator and critic, and recorded 
by Vanguard Quality Control, “an exclusive 
process which assures the listeners that 
every subtle nuance of the living perform- 
ance has been captured in the polished 
grooves.” 

Besides the Rushing album, other re- 
leases in Vanguard’s jazz line are LP’s by 
trombonist Vic Dickenson’s septet, trum- 
peters Buck Clayton and Ruby Braff. 
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i’ R E E With Each Order of 4 or More 


{ RECORD (our choice) 
LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 


1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 





UNCHAINED MELODY—Roy Hamilton.... .98 
THIS IS MY STORY—Gene & Eunice...... -98 
AIN’T IT A SHAME—Fats Domino........ .98 
WHATCHA GONNA DO—Drifters......... .98 
ROLLER COASTER—Little Walter........ .98 
SHUT YOUR MOUTH—B. B. King........ .98 
VM GONNA RUIN YOU—Jimmy Reed..... -98 
ROLLIN STONE—Marigolds.............- .98 
HEY HENRY—Etta James...............- .98 
ONE LITTLE BLESSING—Jesse Belvin.... .98 
HENRYS GOT FLAT FEET—Midnighters.. .98 
STORY UNTOLD—Nutmegs.............. .98- 
VVE GOT A WOMAN—Ray Charies....... .98 
PLEDGING MY LOVE—Johnny Ace.. -98 
TWO HEARTS—Charms ............ -98 
JUMP WITH YOU BABY—B. B. King..... .98 
MOST OF ALL—-Moonglows............... -98 
DON’T BE ANGRY—Nappy Brown........ .98 
MAMA TALK TO YOUR DAUGHTER 

—J. B. Lenore .98 
AS LONG AS I’M MOVING—Ruth Brown.. .98 
DOOR IS STILL OPEN—Cardinals........ -98 
THAT’S ALL | NEED—LaVern Baker..... -98 
LONELY NIGHTS—Hearts ............... -98 
CHOP CHOP BOOM—Danderliers......... .98 
WALLFLOWER—Etta James ............. .98 


HEAVEN IN PARADISE—Meadowlarks... .98 
1 WANNA RAMBLE— Little Junior........ -98 
SHE’S MINE, ALL MINE—Arthur Gunter. .98 
1 WANT TO BE LOVED—Muddy Waters.. .98 
YOU DON’T HAVE TO GO—Jimmy Reed.. .98 


MY BABE—Little Walter................. .98 
FLIP FLOP AND FLY—Joe Turner....... .98 
LOVE STRUCK—Chuck Willis............ .98 


LOVING YOU—Lowell Fulson...... 
DON’T YOU KNOW-—Fats Domino.. 
YOU UPSET ME BABY—B. B. King 
’'M READY—Muddy Waters........ 
RING A-LING A-LING—Midnighters. . edd 
NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny Ace........ -98 
NATURAL BORN LOVER—Muddy Waters. .98 
BABY LET’S PLAY HOUSE 

—Arthur Gunter .98 













TWEEDLEE DEE—LaVern Baker........ -98 
EARTH ANGEL—Penguins .............. -98 
HEARTS OF STONE—Charms............ 98 


YOU BETTER WATCH YOURSELF 
—Little Walter .98 
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POISON IVY—Willie Mabon.............. .98 
O EBBTIDE—Roy Hamilton ................ .98 
[] MELLOW DOWN EASY—Little Walter.... .98 


[] WORK WITH ME ANNIE—Midnighters... .98 
0) JUST MAKE LOVE TO ME—Muddy Waters .98 
(}) PLEASE FORGIVE ME—Johnny Ace...... -98 
1 SEXY WAYS—Midnighters ............... .98 
C) SHAKE, RATTLE AND ROLL—Joe Turner .98 
C1) | NEED YOUR LOVE—Pee Wee Crayton.. .98 


0) OW BABY—Little Walter................. .98 
(1) RECONSIDER BABY—Lowell Fulson...... 98 
() SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace .98 
(1) THE CLOCK—Johnny Ace................ .98 
1 CROSS MY HEART—-Johnny Ace......... .98 
C1) KO KO MO—Gene & Eunice.............. .98 


SPIRITUALS 


O YOU MUST BE BORN AGAIN 
Harmonettes .98 
0 HE’LL UNDERSTAND—Davis Sisters........... 98 
O WILL THE LORD BE WITH ME 
—Dixie Humming Birds .98 
O WASH YOU WHITER THAN SNOW 
Prof. Alex Bradford .98 











OC) TWELVE GATES TO CITY—Davis Sisters....... 98 
QO OH GABRIEL—Ward Singers................... .98 
© GREAT DAY—Rev. James Lofton.......... J 
Ot LOVE THE LORD—Skylarks............. 
| NEARER TO THEE—Soul-Stirrers......... 
STRAIGHT STREET—Pilgrim Travel 
O SINNER SIN NO MORE—Dixie Humm 
© SINCE JESUS CHANGED THIS HEAR 
—Bells of Joy .98 
B IT MUST BE JESUS—Southern Tones........... .98 
HE LIFTED ME—Prof. Alex Bradford.......... 98 
OQ PRAYER WHEEL—Dixie Humming Birds...... 98 
() GOIN’ ON WITH JESUS—Nightingales.......... -98 
TOO CLOSE TO HEAVEN—Prof. Alex Bradford. .98 
LORD, LORD, LORD— . Alex Bradford...... .98 
MARCHING TO ZION—Davis Sisters............ -98 
THE BALL GAME—Sister Jessie Mae Renfro.... .98 
LONG AS JESUS LIVES—Swance Quintet...... 98 
© LET’S GO TO THE PROGRAM 
—Dixie Humming Birds .98 
SIT DOWN SERV anee Gees. -..-.... 98 
WONDER WILL | EVER REST—Mahalia Jackson .98 
WHEN | LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys...... . 
SURELY, SURELY, AMEN—Spirit of Memphis... .98 
STAND BY ME— Be s0ns000600000 08 
FOOTPRINTS OF JESUS—Davis Sisters........ 98 
HOW MANY TIMES—Ward Singers............ 
ONE WAY STREE i ciehsnnececes 98 
LEAK IN THE BUILDING—RBells of Joy........ 98 
| WAS PRAYIN Five Blind Boys............. 
IN THE UPPER ROOM—M J 98 
COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers... ... 98 
WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys............ . 98 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys.......... -98 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—RBells of Joy...... 98 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys................ 98 
SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers......... 98 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers 98 
MILKY WHITE W -98 
w SPOK -98 
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ed with fire by falling in 
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“’'m not laughing. 


l feel sorry, Von— 


sorry for both of us.” | 





M Y FACE STUNG from the slap and 


blood swelled into my head as an- 
ger mounted ; 

“You little hussy—,” I stammered, 
“what do you think you are? I'll teach 
you to slap me—you,” I drew my hand 
back and as I did stark terror showed in 
those big baby blue eyes of hers. Her 
mouth opened as if to send forth the 
scream that would have meant a heap of 
trouble. Her lower lip sagged and began 
to tremble, then her whole body took up 
its motion. She was speechless and | 
could see that she was already regretting 
her move. 

“You aren't worth it, babe,” [ said, 
lowering my hand, “but if you ever slap 
me again you'll be sorry.” As I pushed 
her away from me I could see the red 
marks on her shoulder where her skin 
had been bruised as I had held her. | 
walked back to my work at the rear 
of the shop, my head still throbbed and 
I was shaky. 

“Who the hell does she think she is 
anyway?” I asked myself. Ever since she 
first came to work here she had meant 
nothing to me but trouble—nothing seri- 
ous before, just the little things like the 
way she walked, the way she smiled at 
me and the way she called my name. 
These things alone can mean trouble for 
a hot blooded young guy my age. I'd 
worked here in the bakery shop for two 
years now—during the summer and 
after school, and I'd seen sales girls 
come and go but never really noticed 
any of them beyond the casual friendli- 
ness that was necessary in working to- 
gether. This I’d done for several rea- 
sons, the main one being that this was 
the southwest and “over-socializing” 
could be extremely dangerous as it was 
against the laws, both legal and moral. 
Also there was the plain fact that I just 
wasnt interested in that kind of women. 
With Yvonne it had somehow been dif- 
ferent, we'd had a lot in common, being 
of the same age group and having the 
same interests. 

Now as I started back to my work I 
felt regret that I'd even bothered to be 
friendly and deep within I knew that 
this was only the beginning. I'd finished 
with the cleaning and had started to 
make up the fruit for the pies which [| 
baked each evening when [ heard her 
locking up the front end of the shop. 
We had been alone in the bakery as we 
had each eve- (Continued on Page 56) 
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Men—-says dancer Sherrie LaMarr—are all alike except when 


it comes to handing a line to a woman. Then no two are the same! 


ee OLD SAYING, “men are all 
alike,” applies to everything except 
the lines they hand a woman, and that’s 
one time no two men are the same. In 
the seven years I’ve been dancing I guess 
I’ve heard every proposition in the book 
and some that weren’t—and in that 
department they come up with more va- 
riety than Mr. Heinz, who has only 57. 
They range from just plain corny to real 
welrdies. 
Like the furrier I met up in Boston. 
He caught my act one night and from 


WAS. 


then on he practically leased a ringside 
table. After a week or so, he invited me 
to have a drink with him and finally got 
around to what was on his mind. It 
turned out that he was just another 
middle-aged wolf trying to impress me 
with his money. 

‘You’d like a mink coat, wouldn’t 
you, Sherrie?” he asked. “Every girl 
wants a mink.” 

| played it cool. “That depends on 
what’s expected of her,” I countered. I 
was a sucker for mink—what girl isn’t? 

but I wanted to know that I could 
‘afford” to pay the price! 

He explained that because of the tax 
laws and other business complications I 
would have to pay out $500 in cash for 
a coat worth many times that amount. 
But then he added, “All you have to do 
is to be nice to me—and my partner. 
You see, we go 50-50 on everything.” 

No, I didn’t laugh in his face—or slap 
it; in show business a girl learns many 
different ways to handle situations like 
that. 
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By Sherrie La Marr 


INCE RUNNING AWAY from my 

home in Newark to get married, | 
have met all types of men—both white 
and colored. And while a lot of them 
were gentlemen in every sense of the 
word, the vast majority of them have 
ideas of what an exotic dancer is like. 
They have the mistaken notion that her 
off-stage activities are a cinch to be as 
sexy as her performance under the spot- 
lights. 





To live up to that reputation, a girl 
would have to spend half her time on the 
stage and the other half in bed! 

Of course, there are some girls—a 
very few—who go for the issue, and nar- 
row-minded men expect us all to be 
easy targets. Club owners, for instance, 
very often take the position that because 
a girl is booked into their club she 
should feel honored to go with them on 
the side. I remember the hard time I 
had keeping the owner in his place when 
I was working at a club in New Eng- 
land. He was a Frenchman who turned 
out to have big eyes for me. He took me 
out to breakfast several mornings after 
closing. Then he gave me a ring, which 
he said was quite expensive, and asked 
me to go up to his apartment. 

I reminded him that he was a married 
man, but he told me his wife was out of 
town and became quite insistent. I man- 
aged to postpone our date until the next 
day and from then on I kept giving him 
one excuse after another. His constant 
pleading and threatening made life so 
unbearable that I finally had to quit the 
job. It was just as well, too, because the 
ring he had given me turned out to be 


just a piece of costume jewelry. 

That’s another thing about men—the 
way they make fantastic promises and 
don’t have a thing to back them up with. 
When you put them to the test, they 
goof. There was one fellow in Philadel- 
phia who swore he loved me madly. He 
was nice enough, all right, and he kept 


giving me little presents that I really ap- 
preciated. But he was always telling me 
of all the great things he would do for 
me if he had the chance. 

He left town on a business trip and 
while he was away I saw a gown that | 
wanted. Right away I thought of Fred 
and his endless promises. So I sent him 
a wire asking him to send me $50. To 
this day I haven’t heard another word 
from him. 

Most men, the whites in’ particular, 
start off being very gentlemanly. They 
invite you over to their table between 
shows, and talk about art, your dancing, 
and other harmless topics. But the trou- 
ble is that most of them have their minds 
all messed up in front, and it doesn’t 
take long for them to get around to the 
main purpose. Sooner or later they pop 
the question and have the nerve to get 
nasty when they’re turned down cold. 

There is a Greenwich Village club ! 
worked where the girls are expected to 
“be nice” to the customers. The owner 
happens to be a wonderful guy to work 
for. He never makes passes at the girls, 
or pats them on the back or pinches 
them on the sly, but his customers—! 
They buy a girl a drink or take her to 
dinner and think they own her. 

Actually, I have very little trouble 
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with club owners and it’s my belief that 
the way a girl carries herself has a lot 
to do with how men treat her. There was 
one club owner | had trouble with, but 
not for the usual reason. This owner 
happened to be a white woman up in 
Maine, who had hired a Negro band on 
one basis, then tried to change the ar- 
rangement after they had worked a few 
nights. 

The bandleader put up an argument 
and when she refused to listen, he and 


his sidemen walked out. It happened to 
be right in the middle of the Christmas 
holidays and she was stuck without live 
music. I was booked into the place right 
after that incident and she was still so 
salty about the band that she refused to 
let me go on. Of course, she had to live 
up to the terms of my contract so I got 
two weeks’ pay without dancing a step. 

That, incidentally, was the first and 
only time I have run into any racial 
prejudice. 

I began my career by accident. My 
family wanted me to finish school and 
go on to college, but I became infat- 
uated with a young fellow who lived in 
the neighborhood. My parents were sep- 
arated, so I spent my time between New 
York City and Newark, where I went to 
school. Paul, who was also in his teens, 
begged me to marry him and | finally 
gave in. We ran away to Pittsburgh, 
but by the time we got there I had 
learned a lot about Paul that I hadn’t 
known before. 
ture than I, it developed, and although 
eloping had been his idea he suddenly 
got cold feet. 

We had a fight. I suggested that he go 
home because he was so unbearable. I 
stayed in Pittsburgh. Fortunately, I met 
some girls in show business and they 
suggested that I support myself by danc- 
ing, something I’d always been good at. 
Laura Mason of the Mason Sisters was 
a big help, teaching me much of what 
I know. A new club, the Little Paris, 
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Sherrie LaMarr says many men have the mistaken notion that a dancer is a cinch to be 
as sexy off-stage as she is on-stage. But, she says, to maintain that kind of reputation, 












He knew all the things a girl likes to 
hear and although I didn’t know it at 
the time, I was getting my first lesson 


had just opened up and I was lucky 
enough to get a job in the chorus line. 
Of course, I was thrilled at breaking 
into show business while still in my in the lines that men use. 
“I’ve got big plans for us, Sherrie.” 


Roy used to (Continued on Page 49) 


teens, and when Roy, one of the head- 
liners on the bill, began to pay attention 
to me, I was highly flattered. He was 
the vocalist, very handsome and accus- 
tomed to having his way with women. 
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a girl “would have to spend half her time in bed!” 
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AVING A CHILD, especially the first one, should 
be the most glorious experience in any womans life, 
I know. But it wasn’t in mine. On that chill morning in 


April, when they laid my newborn son in my arms for 


some new 


the first time, there wasn’t any feeling of joy, any sacred 


gladness in me, the way there should have been. There 
the re- 


was only a deep down misery and shame .. . 
morseful knowing that my child should never have been 


born. 
Oh, why couldn’t Jim see the abject guilt in my face, 


' 
at another 





Y HUSBAND 


boy cuddled in the arms of his wife, 


pwas the little boy’s father! 





| wondered, as | gazed up into his own kind, beaming 
one. And why hadn’t I the courage to blurt out to him, 
at last, the degrading truth that I had committed the 
most despicable of all crimes a wife can commit against 
a good and loyal husband? 

But, | knew even as the words choked upward in my 
throat it was too late. | couldn’t say them. | knew the 
cost would be to wipe that manly pride ftom Jim’s face, 
to shatter every shred of faith and love he'd ever felt 


yes, perhaps even kill him. 


for me... 











My self-loathing seemed all the harder 
to bear as Jim’s voice came huskily that 
next moment. “Gosh, he’s a fine little fel- 
low, Laurie, real sturdy and handsome.” 
Jim’s grin widened. “I guess right now, 
I’m the proudest guy in the world.” 

[| tried to smile, but my eyes only 
blurred. And Jim, noticing, exclaimed 

ontritely, “Say, 1 am the thoughtless 
lope, hanging around like this, after all 
you've been through. I’ll run along and 
let you rest a bit. See you this evening.” 

With that, Jim stooped and kissed me 
almost reverently, then turned and tip- 
toed from my hospital room. For a long 
moment | gazed hopelessly after him. 
Then, I felt my arms tighten about the 
innocent form of my sleeping son. . . 
Mark Andrew’s son and mine! Yes, too 
late, too late, I thought despairingly. It 
had been too late, even that first time I 
set eyes on Mark . . . that New Year’s 
eve | fell hopelessly in love with him, 
1gainst my will, against all my common 
sense. 

Painfully, I began recalling the irony 
of it, remembering I hadn’t even wanted 
to go to that party George and Edie 
Benson were throwing. Not that | 
wasn’t fond of George and Edie, who 
were practically our best friends. But, 
for all the past six years of our married 
life, Jim and I had been attending that 
annual affair of their’s. It was begin- 
ning to seem a little like a worn-out 
record repeating itself, a monotonous 
custom. Why, exactly like Jim’s and 
my life together, I thought suddenly, 
traitorously, as we started out, arm in 
arm, down snowy Fairview avenue that 
night. 

But, even as the thought came, I has- 
tily chided myself. Certainly, it hadn’t 
been Jim’s fault he’d developed that 
heart condition of his, three years be- 
fore. Then, I’d just been so terrified at 
the mere thought of losing him, I’d been 
only too eager to abide by Doctor Bow- 
en’s stern orders that Jim slow down 
or else. 

| knew that “or else” meant that Jim’s 
mode of life and, naturally, mine along 
with it must change drastically. I hadn’t 
minded then. Jim’s job as salesman for 
a big metal products outfit required his 
being absent from home all week, cov- 
ering a five state territory. Weekends, 
when he returned home, he was always 
so tuckered out that, even if he’d been 
allowed, he wasn’t in any mood for the 
many active pastimes we'd always en- 
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joyed sharing in the past. 

Jim and I hardly got to go anyplace, 
anymore, except for a rare party or a 
movie. Even then, we were always hav- 
ing to remember to leave earlier than 
anyone else. And, sometimes, after some 
particularly dull weekend, even Jim 
would joke about it ruefully. “Just your 
luck, hon, getting stuck with a guy with 
a bum ticker. I know it’s no fun for 
you, having to sit around and twiddle 
your fingers while | rest up.” 

I’d scold indignantly when Jim talked 
like that. “Bum ticker or not, I wouldn’t 
trade you for any man in the world,” 
I’d tell him fiercely. Then I’d kiss him 
soundly, till that apologetic look would 
fade from his face. 

But, that had been three years ago, 
three long, dull dragging years. I was 
still only twenty-four to Jim’s thirty-two. 
I had boundless energy, superb health. 
And having to slow my pace for his sake 
was making me feel more and more like 
a caged bird. It was getting me down. 

Perhaps, even then, if there hadn’t 
been that other restriction that Doctor 
Bowen had also imposed on us, I might, 
somehow, have been better able to accept 
the situation. For, it was a fact. Jim’s 
heart condition was even affecting the 
marital aspect of our life. Even his love 
was being denied me. 

Those times I’d yearn for Jim’s arms, 
his kisses, the normal fulfillment of our 
love, I’d often have to draw back re- 
membering to stifle my desires, my need 
for him. And those rare times, Jim did 
take me in his arms and loved me, were 
getting further and further apart all the 
time. 

I was miserably musing on all that 
now, as I felt Jim squeezing my arm af- 
fectionately. With a forced smile, | 
turned to him. For Jim’s sake, I’d worn 
my lovely new, blue taffeta gown that 
moulded my body into slim curves and 
shaded my eyes to an even deeper blue. 
But, still I wasn’t getting any charge out 
of being all dressed up. I only felt 
bored. I didn’t have any crystal ball. I 
had no warning, no way of guessing, 
that tonight everything in the world was 
going to change for me . . . Laurie 
Ferris . . . unbelievably, even tragi- 
cally. 

Edie’s party was going full swing 
when we arrived a few moments later; 
with everyone clowning around and 
dancing and having fun, the way grown 
folks only seem to at New Year’s. I 








guess Mark Andrews was the sort of man 
anyone would notice right off, especially 
a woman. In that entire roomful of 
people he seemed to stand out; he was 
so tall and broadshouldered and rugged- 
ly handsome. I knew instantly of course, 
the moment my eyes fell on him, that he 
must be Edie’s bachelor cousin, the one 
she’d told me of, who'd recently been 
transferred to our city by his outfit, a 
company of research chemists. 

I'd known all that about Mark An- 
drews. But, I had no way of knowing 
what was going to happen inside me, as 
from across the room those grave dark 
eyes suddenly met mine. For one sus- 
penseful moment, as our glances held, I 
seemed gripped by some magic, invisible 
law of attraction. 

Then, Edie was bringing him across 
the room and gaily introducing us. As 
she turned and spun off a second later, — 
to greet some other guest, Mark, himself, 
broke that crazy little spell he’d cast 
over me. He held out his arms, the edges 
of his sensitive mouth quirking with hu- 
mor. “The rug’s been rolled back, and 
the music is good. Do we need a better 
cue for dancing?” he asked with a smile. 

I told myself it was silly, the way my ~ 
heart was pounding, the way my eyes 
instinctively darted about the room in 
search of Jim, who'd been dragged off 
a moment before by someone. But, | 
must have known, even then, deep down 
inside me, as I went into Mark Andrews’ 
strong arms. It wasn’t going to be in 
my power to ever refuse him anything. 

Once, as we whirled about the room, I 
glanced up into his lean face, only to 
blush and look quickly away. Oh, there 
wasn’t any doubt about it, he, too, was 
feeling that same compelling attraction. 

Later, I did recall that I danced with 
Jerry Blake and Ken Downs and a few 
other old friends. But, all the time, I was 
really only aware of Mark Andrews’ © 
eyes following me about the room .. . 
Mark, waiting to dance with me once 
again. Once, during the evening, | fled, 
almost desperately, in search of Jim. But, — 
by then, Jim was bogged down in & © 
corner with elderly Mrs. Hollis, and he — 
only waved me away goodhumoredly. 
“Keep dancing, have fun, honey,” he 
grinned. “No need to sit around just 
because I have to.” 

Mark and I were dancing together 
once more, when the clock on the mantel — 


began pounding (Continued on Page 66) — 

































3 
¢: 


So 
— 
we 


S 
oe, 


ere 
was 4 . %.. Ey’ 
on. . *“¥7 OU’VE GOT TO GET SOME SLEEP, CAROL,” Dad told me. “I can’t 
ith a stand to see you walking around this house, looking as if you’ve seen a 
= ghost. Remember, you’ve got a real ordeal to face this afternoon.” 
- The concern in Dad’s voice shook me momentarily out of my lethargy. Poor, 
- —_ dear Dad. Sitting there on the living room sofa. He seemed to be so worried 
about me. You'd think he was the one whose life had been suddenly thrown into 
ia chaos. You'd think he was the one losing the person nearest and dearest to him. 
e iil +_ a oe. : “Til rest, dear,” I promised him. Then I kissed him and went to my room. 
| i ie “—" I lay down on my bed and stared up at the ceiling. The tears which had been 
* a 3 trying to squeeze themselves up out of my heart, into and out of my eyes for 
: days—still wouldn’t come. I’m too hurt to cry, too heartbroken to feel the pain 
he 4 “aN which caused my heart to break. 
ly. . ee a ‘ _— Sem =—s«Dad said I looked like I was seeing ghosts. | am. I’m seeing all the ghosts of 
he ; A ai a - the past—my past happiness with Bernie and all the ghosts of the great sadness 
ust ~~ . . ing “ Se which has crowded out the happiness of days gone by. Now, this afternoon—a 
: e few hours from now—I must be prepared to go through (Continued on Page 74) 
er ; ‘ inte, 
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66 V7 OU’RE NO 
good, Christine! You’re no good!” 
my mother screamed at me from the door- 







way of my bedroom. 
“Maybe I’m not,” I yelled back. “Maybe I’m just a 
teen-age hellcat who’s going to live fast and die young and 
have a good time doing it. But I’m your daughter, remember!” 
| can see it all now, as if it were only yesterday. And [ re- 
nember other things, too: the glowing red coals in the old pot- 
bellied stove; the hurt and outraged look on mother’s face; the 
snarl on my stepfather’s lips, and the bewildered but trusting ex- 
pressions of my small brother and sister. 
[t's funny how, after going through so much, your memory 
can find its way back along the trail, sharp and clear to a kind way of 
the very beginning. Somebody once told me something shutting out the bad and disagree- 
about when you're all grown up, you only re- able. My mind doesn’t work that way. Or 
member mostly the good things in your maybe it’s just because my past is all bad. Maybe 
past because your mind has it was in me all the time, the things that made me end 
up where I am now. 

But I can remember back when everything was different, even 
me. Back when there was my father and mother and my little 
brother, Freddie, and baby sister, Edie. I don’t recall ever not 
having enough of anything or wanting anything or ever being afraid. 
We didn’t have much really, not any more than we had later on 
except, I guess, what they call the feeling of security. 

But one day, when I was seven years old, | came home from 

































school and my mother was crying and there were a lot of 
people standing around and one or two of them looked 
at me and they started crying, too. They told 
me my father had gone away, and I 
would never see him again. 
(Continued on Page 51) 
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Maybe | was no good—just like my 


mother said. Still—il was her 


daughter 
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land’s face on Broadway near 52nd 
t is neither glamorous nor impres- 
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A cab pulls up under canopy and Evans 
opens door for patrons. 


Nattity-uniformed doorman Sidney Evans, 
does his job as weekend crowd forms. 
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aster of Ceremonies at Birdland is midget Pee Wee Marquette, the club’s most 
colorful employee, who here greets one of its favorite artists, pianist Errol Garner. 






A typical Birdland audience listens with rapt attention as Garner plays (above). 
Birdland pays Garner $2000 a week. Below, Marquette announces next act. 
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ROADWAY’S BIRDLAND was born 

in the wake of a jazz revolution that 
produced a style of playing jazz oddly 
named bop. Since it opened five years 
ago, Birdland has been an embattled 
outpost of the curious cold war that has 
raged in the jazz world between the tra- 
ditional and modern schools. Located 
in the heart of the colorful, turbulent 
territory of Manhattan wherein are cen- 
tered much of the country’s theater, 
show business and music publishing ac- 
tivities, the Birdland is both a cultural 
vantage point and a barometer of trends. 
The club rests on what Broadway his- 
torians regard as hallowed ground. It 
is right in the thick of the harsh, hectic 
jungle that Damon Runyon loved and 
about which he wrote his stories. It is 
a stone’s throw from Lindy’s, where the 
legendary Runyon held court. It is also 
half a block from the Palladium Ball- 
room, which bills itself as the Home of 
the Mambo. These diverse cultural in- 
fluences are felt by Birdland and affect 
its atmosphere peculiarly. Its clientele 
includes many of the guys and dolls 
that inhabit the world that Runyon im- 
mortalized, and its music frequently pul- 
sates with Latin American accents pur- 








veyed by such talented exponents of the 
mambo art as Perez Prado, Joe Loco and 
Tito Puente. 

Birdland has brought together an 
amazing collection of styles and person- 
alities and presented them all without 
violating its musical code or policy or 
upsetting the club’s special personality. 
The Birdland, as its cosmopolitan clien- 
tele well knows, has a definite person- 
ality that creates its own special brand 
of glamour and excitement. Birdland 
is compounded of color, controversy, 
relaxed atmosphere and music on the 
modern kick. 

The Birdland atmosphere is demo- 
cratic and informal and most emphati- 
cally hostile to stuffed shirts. The great- 
er part of its customers are music lovers 





who come to listen to musicians they 
regard as serious artists. “We're here 
to listen to the sounds, man, not to lush,” 
said a fervent fan of Lester Young's. 
Devotees of cool music wander into the 
Birdland and sit in the “bull pen” for 
hours. Many of them drink in the sounds 
they hear and nothing else. Their feeling 
about modern jazz ranges the gamut 
from controlled admiration to frenetic 
fanaticism. Their reactions to the music 


vary from limpid relaxation to exuber- 
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ee ees 
“SMEG BRtece iv, 
ulo, king of the mambo, leads his orchestra from the Birdland stage. Birdland has brought together an amazing collection 
styles and personalities, presented them all without violating its musical code or upsetting club’s special personality. 


“I think that I shall never dig 
The music of the moldy fig.” 


ance. But the important thing is that 
they concentrate on what is_ being 
played, and are indifferent to the social 
niceties of the occasion. 

Birdland’s bull pen is a rectangular 
shaped enclosure containing chairs and 
backed by upholstered seats. It attracts 
the listeners who usually manage to get 
a satisfying musical return for the $1.50 
they pay for admission. Because their 
funds are usually limited they confine 
their drinking to one or two bottles of 
beer during a night at Birdland. Years 
ago, before the advent of Birdland-type 
clubs with accommodations for low- 


Prado is an intense young man 
leads his popular orchestra. 


spending music lovers, such persons 
found going to a night club a prohibitive 
luxury. Birdland and clubs of its type 
cater to thousands of these young people 
whose wallets are thinly lined but whose 
musical enthusiasm is enormous. 
Birdland employees refer to this enclo- Center of avid crowd, Prado autographs 


shows Prado and string section 
sure as either (Continued on Page 64) photos of himself for fans. 


»t his orchestra. 
Lou Williams. Ex-heavyweight boxing champion Ezzard Charles, a jazz lover and 


guished visitor, jazz pianist Mary 
amateur bass fiddler, cuts capers with Garner on visit to Birdland. 


elves affectionate greeting from Marquette. 
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MEN 
BACHELORS 


OR THE AVERAGE red-blooded American male. 

fulfilling the romantic requirements of the average 
red-blooded American female is simple. He need only 
be tall, dark, handsome, athletic, wealthy and a divine 
dancer or. under certain conditions, any combination of 
the five. 

But for a woman bent on becoming the “dream girl” 
of a given American male, the problem is complex. For 
a man may prefer his women in any one of a multitude 
of colors, shapes or sizes, and arguments may range 
from the “Do gentlemen prefer blondes?” school to 
“Are fat women better lovers?” 

Practically an only guide to the female preferences of 
some of America’s top bachelors lies within the ex- 
pressed ideas or actions of the men themselves. with 
some such preferences ranging from gingham-clad girls 
in buttons and bows to sleek sirens dripping in mink. 

Certainly one of the top bachelors of the day is 28- 
year-old Sammy Davis Jr., a young man possessing such 
appealing qualities as charm, wit, talent and $250,000 
annual income. He is, in addition, a “divine dancer.” 
earning his living by the tap of his toe as well as a fine 
and flexible singing voice. 





Willie Mays, brilliant New York Giants cen- 

ter fielder, has attempted to maintain a “no 

comment” attitude about his preferences in 

women. He is not eager for marriage, he 

says, because it “costs money to get married.” 

But one thing seems sure: he prefers women 
who are pretty, but unpossessive. 


Unlike Willie, Mal Whitfield states definite 

ideas about the kind of woman he prefers 

“) desire a young lady who is educated, has 

personality and character and is neat in ap- 

pearance,” says Mal. Color, he says, doesn’t 
matter. 
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While Sammy has not stated for the 
rd his choice and style in females, 
actions have spoken eloquently for 

mselves. If the gossip columns and 
ation-seeking magazines can be re- 

| upon for any degree of authenticity, 
mmy s taste in women is expensive. 


world’s gayest fleshpots. She was Eartha 
Kitt, partner in a year-long, on again- 
off again courtship that had fans all set 
to line up at the church with the old 
shoes and rice. When the couple failed 
to pair up before the preacher, disap- 
pointed romanticists dabbed their hand- 







holding cozy and clandestine rendez- 
vous in the interests of Dan Cupid. 
Magazines burst forth with pictures and 
text as Exhibit “A” to substantiate the 
case. Although Sammy himself rose in 
gentlemanly fashion to refute such com- 
plimentary claims, he couldn’t stop the 


A woman bent on becoming the ‘“‘dream girl’”’ for the American male. has a tall order to 


fill. 


For men have no standardized requirements—and their arguments range from 


*“*hlondes” to ‘‘Are fat women better lovers?”’ 


most publicized romance was with 
girl of exotic beauty, flamboyant 
sonality, exceptional talent, a fair 

of wealth, and considerable ro- 
itic experience, having savored love 
its by-products in some of the 


cturesque kiss is made by Sammy Davis, 





Jr., the $250,000-a-year eligible bachelor, 


kerchiefs delicately at tear-filled eyes. 
and hoped for better luck next time. 

Some quarters attempted to make 
Sammy’s “next time” a luscious piece 
of movie property known as Ava Gard- 
ner, and broadly insinuated they were 














































retty actress Vera Francis—but evidently it didn’t mean a thing. Sammy’s most 
y-publicized indication of preference in women was romance with Eartha Kitt. 





presses. 

When the Sammy-Ava furor died 
down, the eagle-eyed guardians of the 
romantic ramparts, unable to pin Sam- 
my’s interests elsewhere, once more 
looked to Eartha Kitt, and prophesied 
that while his chicken had flown the 
coop, she would come back home to 
roost. Broadway columnist Hy Gardner 
of the respected New York Herald- 
Tribune predicted as late as last May: 
“Eartha Kitt and Sammy Davis will 
probably wed.” 

It would thus seem that if a girl is to 
become the apple of Sammy Davis Jr.’s 
eye, she must possess an international 
charm and flavor not easily acquired by 
naive little girls from Kokomo. 

A man of somewhat less dramatic 
tastes is baseball player Willie Mays, star 
of the New York Giants, a reputed $70,- 
000-a-year wage earner, and highly el- 
igible young man. 

Hard-hitting Willie, however, has at- 
tempted to keep his female preferences 
in the “no comment” stage when ques- 
tioned by the press, but legend has it 
that he wooed and won—for temporary 
extents and purposes—a southern belle 
whose later transactions with the stork 
caused Willie more trouble than all the 
pitchers in the National League. Giant 
officials, lawyers, doctors and blood test 
experts got into the lineup before the 
final inning of the game, for which Wil- 
lie’s box score was posted, by one im- 
aginative headline writer, as “No hits, 
no runs, no heirs.” 

The amazing Mr. Mays, no matter 
what else he may have been, was not 
the father of the child in question, the 
doctors declared, thus leaving Willie still 
free and eligible. 

Other well-known feminine attractions 
for Willie have been provided by New 
York model (Continued on Page 63) 











A decided preference for white women has 
been exhibited by singer Billy Daniels. 
After that reservation is made, he requires 
that they be beautiful and charming. His 
latest heart-throb, according to gossip 
sheets is his Canadian-born children’s 
governess, Pat Cameron (l.). 


Billy married personable Martha Braun, 
who divorced him after discovering that 
She was no match for the multitude of 
blondes, redheads and brunettes who found 
the singer irresistible. In the heat of an 
argument, Billy himself made a key-note: 


7? 


“The competition,” said he, “is keen! 


The handsomely-preserved darling of cafe 
society, Billy Daniels’ choice in females 
ranges from the colossal to the spectacular. 
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In an illuminating article, a noted Chicago psychiatrist ex- 
plains a problem that has often been misinterpreted, one 


that baffles a large number of husbands and wives. 


RIGIDITY IS DEFINED in a sim- 
ple way as a coldness; an absence of 


sexual desire in women. It is not a dis- 


impotent men. In explaining frigidity, 
consider that from childhood to adult- 
hood, many tragic experiences may en- 


WHY SOME WOMEN 


By Dr. Walter A. Adams 


ease entity as such, but is a symptom of 
personality disorder. In general, many 
frigid women are capable of desire, often 
extreme desire, but they are not capable 
of completion of the sexual act to the 
extent of attainment of relief. 

In general, there is no doubt that 
frigidity is the expression of an inhibi- 
tion of a complete sexual experience 
which stems from an anxiety about a 
danger which unconsciously is associ- 
ated with the full attainment of the sex- 
ual aim. The general causes for the 
frequency of cases showing varying de- 
grees of frigidity is undoubtedly due to 
the miseducation of girls which results 
in the acquired association between sex- 
uality and danger. In frigid women there 
has been a psychosexual retardation in 
emotional and social growth due to irra- 
tional fears. The gratification of some 
persistent infantile sexual aim is per- 
ceived as a danger to be avoided—a 
danger of being injured or as a danger 
of being not loved, or of losing love. 
Both dangers are reacted to unconscious- 
lv as a fear of one’s sexual excitement. 
This same problem in men would result 
in impotence, and as in impotence, the 
degree of the disturbance varies greatly. 
For instance, there are women who can 
be aroused but never reach climax, and 
there are others who cannot be aroused 
at all. There are those whose genital 
excitement is entirely blocked and they 
do not want to have anything to do with 
sexuality, and in that sense they are 
estranged from their own body. 

Sexual development in girls is more 
complicated than that in boys. There- 
fore, the dangerous infantile sexual aims 
which appear in frigid women vary more 
than the unconscious infantile aims in 


sue in a child’s life. Measured by adult 
standards the matter may seem trivial, 
but the capacity of the nervous system of 
the child to adapt to reality is much less 
than that of the adult, hence the child 
takes longer to learn what to do and 
what not to do. The child who is later 
to become an adult often bears the scars 


of psychic injury in the bringing up : 


process. These so-called psychic scars 
may prevent normal social functioning 


and many symptoms may result. In pun- — 


ishment and in the exercising of controls 
parents may be sadistic, primitive, cruel 


and excessively demanding without re- — 


gard to the child’s limitations. 

On the basis of these experiences 
children may expect aggression, intoler- 
ance, and cruelty from other love ob- 
jects. In marriage, the marital partner 
may be seen, according to phantasy and 
conditioning, in the image of the cruel 
parent. Victims of childhood psychic 
injury may overreact to every trying so- 
cial experience with excessive fear, ten- 
sion or anger, or they may be excessively 
inhibited and shy and unhappy. The 
fear may be denied and excessive aggres- 
sion may be substituted. There may be 
many expressions of this unhappy back- 
ground, among which may be coldness 
and sexual frigidity. Unwholesome at- 
tachments to parents may cause sexual 
inhibitions. 

In women, the unconscious reaction 
to the sexual partner as though he were 
the father may block sexual enjoyment. 
just as stirring up the unconscious feel- 
ings for the mother may produce im 
potence in men. 

The oedipus complex refers to a phase 
of psychosexual development in which 
each of us were sexually attracted in 
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some measure to the parent of the oppo- 
site sex. The parent of the same sex 
under these circumstances becomes a 
rival, either for sexual interest, or a rival 
for dependent needs or both. The child, 
the weaker and more dependent one in 
the competition fears the loss of love 
from the parent of the same sex (fears 
physical punishment according to “an 
eye for an eye” philosophy). He fears 
physical harm in the nature of castra- 
tion, death, or annihilation. The sexual 
organ therefore becomes a danger—as 
the offending organ. By age 5, the child 
represses his incestuous wishes, and sub- 
stitutes play and physical activity and 
may do this with ease provided parents 
behave wholesomely. If parents are neu- 
totic and too stimulating—or cruel and 
too antagonistic; repression is not suc- 
cessful, and sublimation in physical ac- 






















tivity does not adequately solve the prob- 
lem. 

Where repression is successful, genital 
urges redevelop at adolescence when 
powerful sexual hormones appear in the 
blood as a normal expression of matura- 
tion. Sexual wishes originally directed 
at the parent of the opposite sex reappear 
but will now be turned toward someone 
outside the family, all things being equal. 
In the case of parents who block this 
because of lack of understanding, ex- 
cessive strictness, or because of their own 
neuroticism, the child develops a flower- 
ing “oedipus complex,” manifested by a 
number of diverse symptoms: a defen- 
sive inversion (Tom boyishness in girls, 
or withdrawal, masturbation, hysteria, 
rebellion, running away from home, and 
sexual delinquency). The boy may be- 
come a sissy—a dependent “Mamma’s 
boy,” or may (Continued on Page 49) 
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using Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and watch your 
dull, dark, drab-looking skin take 
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Temper Tantrum! 


Of The 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, 
Northwestern University 


ITTLE SANDRA, aged 5, was having 
a temper tantrum—and what a show 
that was! 

She cried, screamed, shouted, kicked, 
flailed her arms, threw herself to the 
floor and writhed in rage. Then came 
the grand finale: she got up, charged 
her bewildered young mother, kicked 
over a garbage can and ended up bang- 
ing her head against the kitchen wall. 

The cause of it all was mother’s or- 
der that Sandra get ready for her 
midday nap. The little girl had been 
having fun play-cooking in the kitchen 
while her mother prepared dinner and 
she became angry when her mother told 
her to put away her little play pots and 
pans and go to sleep. 

Ironically, everything in this house 
was modern—excepting the young moth- 
er’s knowledge of children and her ap- 
proach to a simple, everyday problem. 

When little Sandra began her tan- 
trum, the young mother became con- 
fused, worried. She did not know what 
to do—nor did she know the cause of 
the big “show.” She didn’t know whether 
she should call a doctor or her husband, 
or call on the threat of a hard spanking. 
In all likelihood, little Sandra realized 
that she had mother “over a barrel” and, 
reacting like an entertainer does to loud 
applause, she threw everything she had 
into the act. 

Tantrum-throwing is a normal part of 
a child’s development. A child becomes 
angry or resentful (as a rule) because 
some wish has been denied or an un- 
pleasant order has been given by a par- 
ent—or, perhaps, by another child. Some 
children throw tantrums after losing a 
game or on being asked to share their 
toys. Others may throw tantrums when 
they are hungry, tired, constipated or 
“run-down.” 

Small babies often go into “temper 


fits” when it is time for feeding, bathing 
or dressing. There is nothing unnatural 
or unusual about it. 

But while such acts represent a to-be- 
expected part of child development, the 
parent can limit the extent of the tan- 
trums, their frequency, perhaps elimi- 
nate them altogether, by using fore. 
thought and guidance. 

For one thing, parents should set good 
examples for their children. For another, 
they should be careful of unreasonable 
orders or demands. That does not mean 
a parent should become a slave to the 
child’s every wish—but it does mean that 
the problem of rearing a child can be 
made much simpler if the parent will 
think and act wisely. 

Children can be taught to face prob- 
lems intelligently and to cooperate, with 
family, playmates, and others. In San- 
dra’s case, the temper tantrum would 
have been avoided had mother prepared 
beforehand by making nap-time alluring 
or by allowing the little girl to “play 
herself out” or by taking a nap with 
her. Those are just suggestions—there 
are many ways of solving such prob 
lems, as any good book on child care 
will reveal. 

Having allowed a tantrum to 
then the parent is in for rough saili 
much like a sea captain whose boat 
been caught up in a squall. 

Giving in easily will only doom the 
parent to failure in repeated instances. 
Being overly-firm will only make the 
child act up more and, in addition, build 
up a devilish sort of defiance. 

It is better to appear indifferent than it 
is to give in too easily or to be overly: 
firm. 

It is better still to set a good example 
by running an orderly household, and 
maintaining self-control in all situations 
where the child is a spectator. 
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& BE COOL IN COTTON 


| MMERTIME is playtime... time to relax and enjoy the sun 








hercin 
silie ind fresh air, and keep work at a minimum. It’s fun these days 
at ti ir the wonderful cotton fabrics that wash and iron so easily. 
keeping fresh and clean need not he a problem. No matter what 


m the temperature is. you re always cool in cotton! 
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{ practical seersucker outfit by Esther 
Reifer, has pencil slim skirt with middy- 
styled overblouse. Price, $14.95. 


lool, easy-to-launder summer blouses of 
he finest sheer cotton in stripes and 
checks. By Laura Mae, they are about $3. 







































COTTONS FO 


cna YEAR cotton becomes more 

and more popular for year-round 
wearing. whether it is a suit. dress. 
blouse, accessories or play clothes. No 
longer is a cotton dress something to 
wear about the house or in the yard. 
Today's cottons are so glamorous. well 
made and designed, that every woman. 
regardless of position, can be well 
groomed and outstanding in her outfil 
whenever she appears. 

Whether your choice runs towards the 
practical washable styles or the fancy 
beaded and embroidered gowns thal 
must be cleaned, you will find yourself 
choosing cotton for every occasion from 
dusk to dawn, for home or travel. Man) 
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of the fine imported swiss cottons are as 
soft as a hankie and wash just as easily. 
Coordinating accessories are much in 
the spotlight, and add little touches of 
femininity to otherwise sophisticated 
dresses. 

Gay, cotton prints have taken on the 
oriental touches too, with lots of gold 
and silver in the designs. The tropical 
isles have played a great part in many 
other creations, but regardless of the 
pattern or the texture, and whether they 
must be dry cleaned or will wash, cotton 
is the big news for the season, and wom- 
en who like style, smartness and durabil- 
ity, and who keep an eye on the family 
budget, will be buying cotton. 


Cool and colorful in a candy-striped imported swiss cotton 
dress with matching umbrella and shoes. Dress has self 
ruffle down front. Price $17.95, by Esther Reifer. 


1 cotton blouse-type jacket is made of gay-colored dazzle cloth. It has long sleeves 
that can be converted in a second to short sleeves by means of hidden tabs. By Cheryl 















! A smart cotton frock featuring the long torso style, has self-bow 
iy trimming, pearl buttons down the front, and deep, unpressed pleats 
? in the skirt. Designed by Esther Reifer, dress sells for $22.95. 









Vay, it is priced at $2.95. 
13 
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THE CORRECT WAY TO USE ROUGE 


\ I OST WOMEN who are conscious of beauty never really 
take time out to study the correct way to apply makeup. 
Vhen rouge is used, it is just a dab of red on the cheeks in 
st cases. There are a few simple rules that should be fol- 
wed when applying rouge. First, rouge, is a shadow and 
‘ta highlight. It intensifies the skin tone and deepens the 
or of the eyes. 
For the best results when applying rouge, first find your 


cheekbone. Place index finger lightly in rouge and dot on 
from hairline forward on each cheekbone. Blend first with 
finger by patting lightly. Complete by blending rouge down- 
ward with finger tips. This gives a more youthful appearance 
and effects a natural blush. Avoid over-rouging, especially 
if you’re older, and always rouge in a good light. If properly 
and skillfully used, rouge will enhance your facial character- 
istics and add a glamorous rosy glow to the face. 


finger tips in dabs over the face. Blend in gently making sure 
that base is smooth over entire area. Apply under the chin and 
on the neck so there will be no separation marks. 


refully blend foundation under eyes and around nose wit 

tips of the fingers so it will not be heavy and form creases. 

gentle, upward strokes, and do not use makeup under 
the eyes too heavily. 


MS . 
Next, with finger tips, apply cream rouge sparingly. Never 
apply rouge any closer than the outer corner of the eye and 
no lower than the ear lobe. Gently pat powder over face wi 
a bit of cotton. Blend well over rouge. 











| For the professional touch in applying 
"rouge, Mrs. Eunice Harriston Wolfe shows 
| how the focal points on the face can be 
outlined for the key to beauty, and when 
; ly followed, the results are gratifying. 
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Brush the eyebrows up into a gentle arch and cleanse around Apply your favorite lip rouge and your makeup is complete. 
eyes with a bit of cream. Always apply rouge in a bright light. The softness of the makeup can add beauty to any face. Too 
Too much rouge adds age and hardness to the face. Just enough much makeup shows lines and skin blemishes. Today, the 

adds freshness and glamour. clean fresh look is the height of fashion for all ages. 4s 











TIXHE HOME SERVICE DEPART. 
MENT of TAN salutes the first six 


prize winners of the “Favorite Recipe’ 
contest. We are happy that so many won- 
en have been interested in our depart- 


ment, as we strive to bring you new, fresh 
and taste-tempting recipes and ideas for 


Miss Annie Laura Jones 
Bastrop, Texas 


Nut Snacks: 

Cream % cup butter and 2 egg yolks together. Sift 1/2 cups flour, 1 tsp. 
baking powder and \% tsp. salt. Add to egg mixture. Dough will be ver) 
stiff. Place in a greased shallow pan and pat out with a spoon Y%4-inch 
thick. Beat 2 egg whites stiff, gradually adding 1 cup brown sugar. Fold 
in 1 cup chopped nuts and spread mixture over flattened dough. Bake 
for 20 minutes in a 375° F. oven. 








your home and your families. 

We have tested the prize winning rec- 
ipes in our kitchens and found that these 
recipes are easy to prepare. tasty and a 
bit different. We are sure all of our read- 
ers will enjoy serving them, and we urge 


vou to continue sending them to us. 


Mrs. Ruth Rowe 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Damson Plum Pudding: 


Cream Yo cup butter and I cup sugar until fluffy. Add 3 beaten eggs and 
1 cup plum pulp. Sift 1 cup flour, ¥% tsp. cinnamon, 1 tsp. baking soda 
and 14 tsp. nutmeg together. Add alternately to sugar mixture with 3 
Tbsp. sour milk. Mix well. Pour into a greased shallow pan and bake 30 
minutes i, a moderate oven. Make sauce by combining I cup plum juice, 
Vo cup water, 2 tsp. cornstarch. 34 cup sugar and 2 Tbsp. butter together. 
Cook until clear, stirring constantly. Serve hot over pudding. 
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Here’s a career girl in nutrition who's 
well on her way to becoming one of 
America’s top food authorities! We 
want you to meet Graduate Home Econ- 
omist Viva Coleman of Nashville. 

She received her Master’s Degree in 
Foods and Nutrition at Howard Uni- 
versity, and has done postgraduate 
work at Iowa State, Tennessee State 
and Lincoln universities. 

Says Mrs. Coleman, “One thing Carna- 
tion Milk has taught me about cooking 
is this: Carnation’s special blending 

qualities and double richness give cook- 
ing results not possible with any other 

form of milk! And Carnation is so nour- 
ishing! I use it all the time.” 

Mrs. Coleman’s preference for Carna- 
tion is shared by food experts all over 

America. You, too, will discover rich 

new flavor in your cooking tonight—if 

you get some Carnation today! 


Mrs. Coleman says: 
“Here’s a perfect summer dessert— 
so easy to make and wholesome!” 





[ TROPICAL FREEZE ) 


/ (Makes about 2 quarts) 
Chill 156 cups (large can) undiluted Carnation 
| in refrigerator tray until soft crystals form around 
| edges of tray (25-30 minutes). Whip until stiff; 
add \% cup lemon juice. Continue whipping until 
| very stiff. Fold in 4% cup sugar and one 6-ounce 
i can softened frozen orange or grape concentrate. 
Freeze in two small 
refrigerator trays 
until firm (2-3 hrs.) 
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“Nutrition is my career. 








(arnation 
ee 4 
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| cook with 
Carnation.” 


Says: 
Mrs. Viva S. Coleman 


Nutrition Instructor 
Nashville, Tennessee 


a i <—Z ‘Ae Suid base abe 
At home, Mrs. Coleman, who is mar- 
ried to a doctor, is like any other wife 
—always trying new recipes, always 
discovering how Carnation makes 
her cooking taste better. 





She enjoys a full social life, too. 
When she entertains the ladies of 
her bridge club, she always serves 
delicious coffee “creamed” with rich 
Carnation Evaporated Milk. 
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“Here’s a wonderful new dessert, 
Tropical Freeze. made it this morn- 
ing for our dinner tonight. Carnation 
makes it smooth and crystal-free. 
Do try the easy recipe below.” 





WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 
















Mrs. Irene Henderson 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


Picnic Turnovers: 


Use one recipe for baking powder biscuits. 
Combine 1% cups ground, cooked ham, 
14 cup mayonnaise, 1 tsp. dry mustard, 1 
tsp. onion juice, and 2 Tbsp. chopped dill 
pickle. Roll biscuit dough about 4 inch 
thick and cut into squares. Brush with 
melted butter. Place triangles of cheese 
slices and 1 Tbsp. ham mixture on each 
square. Fold over and press edges to form 
a turnover. Bake in 425° F. oven 20 min- 


utes. 


Dyersville, Iowa 


Salted Peanut Cookies: 


Sift together 2 cups flour, 4% tsp. salt, ! 
tsp. baking powder and 1 tsp. baking soda. 
Cream 1 cup butter, gradually beating in 
2 cups brown sugar until light and flufy. 
Add 2 eggs, beating well after each one. 
Stir in sifted dry ingredients and mix until 
smooth. Add 2 cups quick oats, 1 cup 
crushed cornflakes and 1 cup whole Spaw 
ish salted peanuts. Blend well. Bake 10 


minutes in 375° F. oven. 


















bli 
Phi 











scuits, 
| ham, 
‘ard, 1 
ed dill 
4 inch 
» with 
cheese 
1 each 
» form 
) min- 


alt, ] 
soda. 
ng in 
fluffy. 
| one. 
until 


cup 


Span- 
ce 10 














I Was A Sucker For Mink 


(Continued from Page 25) 


tell me. “We'll get married and go on the 
road with our own act. Just the two of 
us.” 

Roy was making nice money at the time, 
and when he promised me a ring, I confi- 
dently expected to get it. He also promised 
to get me an apartment. The friends I 
had been living with were just like my 
own family, but just the same, I wanted 
a place of my own. 

The days passed into weeks and the 
weeks into months, and still nothing hap- 


_ pened. Those rosy dreams Roy painted 


for me were no closer to reality. Finally, 


it dawned on me that all along Roy had 


been lying. And to make matters even 
worse, he was unfaithful. His running 
around with other girls became so obvious 
that even my love-blinded eyes could no 
longer ignore it. 

When I confronted him, he couldn’t 
deny the fact and didn’t even offer an ex- 
planation. So I broke off with him, a 
litle sadder and a little wiser than when 
the affair began. Soon afterward, I quit 
the club and went out on my own. 

Looking back, I realize now what a 
gamble I was taking, but when you’re 
young and inexperienced you're often too 
impatient to think of the consequences. I 
had put together several routines, includ- 
ing Afro-Cuban and rhythm numbers, and 
my good luck held out. I was booked by 
a good agent and for a year I toured Ohio 
and Pennsylvania with my solo act. 

In the years that followed, I have played 
spots in Harlem, on 52nd Street and 
down in Greenwich Village, as well as 
clubs all along the East Coast, and west as 
far as Milwaukee. I spent two years in 
Pittsburgh, where I met a man I learned 
to like very well. He was a perfect gentle- 
man, and very generous. He was always 
surprising me with gifts. He gave me my 
first furs—a six-skin Kolinsky. 

But like most of the men in my life, he 
was a fellow in night life, with all the 
advantages and disadvantages that im- 
plies. Men in night life have lots of money 
and are great fun, but they can never 
settle down. They run like scared rabbits 
from the very thought of domestic life. 

My friend offered me everything but 
marriage. I continued to see him, how- 
ever, hoping against hope that I could 
somehow change him. Twice I made up 
my mind to end our friendship and both 
times he persuaded me to give him an- 
other chance to prove he was sincere. 
Finally, seeing that he could never change, 
I decided to end it once and for all. I left 
town. 


A NOTHER FELLOW I once thought 

~ the world of happened to love gam- 
bling. I met him while I was working in 
Philadelphia and we hit it off right from 


the start. He was extremely handsome and 
I was positive that at last I had found 
true love. In many ways he was a puzzle 
to me, sort of an enigma, because I was 
never sure what he was thinking or how 
he felt about things. We made all sorts of 
plans, and to make them come true soon- 
er, I worked at two jobs. 

I danced in a club at night and worked 
as a waitress during the day. But each 
time I’d get a little money saved, my 
friend would hit a losing streak and I’d 
have to lend him some money until his 
luck changed. I didn’t mind the first few 
times, but it turned out that he was al- 
ways on the receiving end and we were 
getting no closer to our goal. He’d gamble 
away all his money and mine, too, yet he 
was perfectly content for things to go on 
as they were. I couldn’t lead his kind of 
life and he wouldn’t lead my kind, so 
that ended that. 

One of the most unusual propositions 
ever put to me was from a man [| met in 
Milwaukee. He saw me while I was 
dancing at the Flame there and put on a 
real frantic campaign to convince me to 
see things his way. Joe—as I'll call him 
—took me out several times and when I 
ended my engagement at the club he 
begged me not to leave town. 

“T’ll get you anything you want, baby,” 
he coaxed. “A mink, if you say so. Just 
stick around for a few more days.” 

“But I’ve got to be back east in three 
days,” I told him. “Furthermore, when 
I’m between jobs like this, my expenses 
mount up. There’d be hotel bills and—” 

“Don’t worry about a thing!” he cut in 
eagerly. “You can stay at my apartment.” 

He saw the knowing expression on my 
face, for he added quickly, “I won’t be 
there, so you’ve got nothing to be afraid 
of. I’ll stay somewhere else for those few 
days.” 

Still I was skeptical. “Three days and 
I'll have a mink?” I asked incredulously. 

“That’s a promise!” 

So I moved into Joe’s apartment, a very 
nice place, and true to his word he stayed 
somewhere else. But after the first day, 
it became clear what he had in mind. He’d 
come around to take me to dinner or to a 
show and try his best to talk me into giving 
in to his wishes. And each time, I’d bring 
up the subject of the fur coat he’d prom- 
ised me. Then he’d cool off a bit and 
beg me to wait just another day. 

This “cat and mouse” game went on 
for five days. When the manager of the 
club where I was scheduled to open sent 
me an urgent wire, I packed my things 
and left—without the mink. 

After all the propositions I’ve heard, 
most of them not as interesting or unusual 
as those I’ve mentioned, I sometimes mar- 
vel that I still am looking for the right 


guy to come along. Yet, that’s just what 
I’m doing even though I’m not in love 
right now. 

Frankly, I don’t have time for romance 
because my career keeps me busy. After 
finishing an engagement at Harlem’s Club 
Baby Grand, for instance, I left imme- 
diately for Boston, and my _ bookings 
usually keep me hopping from one city 
to another like that. 

But you can be sure I’m keeping my 
eyes open. When I do find the right man, 


it won’t be one who is merely excited by 


the sight of my exotic dancing. It will be 
someone who likes and understands the 
real me. 

Offstage, I am totally different from the 
girl who flits around the stage in G-string 
and tassles. I like to lie in bed and read 
poetry, and I paint water colors that pro- 
fessional artists have told me are pretty 
good. My hobby is collecting perfumes, 
and the top of my dresser is covered with 
the most expensive brands in bottles of all 
shapes and sizes. 

Underneath the greasepaint and glam- 
our, an exotic dancer is just like any 
other girl—except for all the fantastic and 
sometimes humorous propositions she gets. 
Just the same, I’m still looking—and 
waiting—for the real thing and hoping it 
won't be too long. THE END 





Why Some Women 
Are Frigid 


(Continued from Page 39) 


turn to alcohol, narcotics (for oedipal or 
other reasons also), or he may become 
a sexual criminal, or indulge in excessive 
masturbation; he may become promiscu- 
ous and act out naively and unconsciously 
by association with forbidden women; or 
interest himself in older women; or he 
may develop psychosomatic complaints, 
become a bum, run away to the army or 
be a day dreamer. 

In order to understand the psychic ele- 
ment in the causes of frigidity, one must 
understand the historical, social and emo- 
tional development of the adult woman 
from her period of infancy. It is in in- 
fancy and early childhood that inhibitions 
develop during parental training which 
are later responsible for frigidity. 

The child who is later to become an 
adult had pleasures before she developed 
interest in genitality. These pleasures were 
subject to parental restrictions, and later 
were forbidden, i.e., pleasures in sucking 
the breast, pleasures in elimination: 
bowel and bladder; pleasure in curiosity: 
“peeping” and “showing.” Normal parents 
brought pressure through threat of phys- 
ical punishment or disapproving words— 
threat of withdrawal of love. The infant 
learned avoidance of this through the 
process of inhibition. Sometimes punish- 
ment was too severe or the parent was 
too rejecting, and thus failed to give the 
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child time to comfortably “work through” 
the control of his impulses and unhealthy 
repression resulted. Healthy control is a 
matter of healthy training of the sphincter 
muscles that govern bladder and bow] ac- 
tion so that spasm does not occur. 

We call these pleasures of the infant 
“pregenital!” Pregenital fears of the girl 
may be more complicated than those of 
the male, since the girl may show an envy 
of the male quite early and must work 
through this in her feelings. She often 
feels that her brother got more (visible) 
organs than she. In addition, she has a 
longer attachment to the mother than the 
male. and her aims may be more pregeni- 
tal. Fears over the pregenital aims may 
be a frequent cause of later frigidity 
(Women are required to have a greater 
sense of morality than men). During 
treatment, probing of the unconscious of 
women reveals that the terrible thing that 
may happen when control is lost (giving 
in to the sexual partner and organism) at 
the climax of sexual excitement is uncon- 
sciously thought of as loss of control of 
the sphincters, as in forbidden urination 
or bowel elimination. This occurs especial- 
ly in women with unconscious envy of the 
male sexual organ and a heightened ure- 
hral excitement as in involuntary soiling 
(bed wetting). Many frigid women are 
frigid vaginally only. The rudimentary 
“male” organ (clitoris) has preserved the 
normal excitability. 

These women, failing to get relief in 
normal sexual relations, resort to self 
manipulation of the rudimentary “male 
sex organ” (clitoris) in order to gain re- 
lief of tension. Such frigidity can be con- 
sidered as a form of arrested psychosexual 
development, since the rudimentary organ 
is the primary zone of excitement in fe- 
male infants. 

When the developing female cannot ac- 
cept emotionally passive femininity be- 
cause of the fears mentioned plus the envy 
of the male, the rudimentary organ refuses 
to turn over sexual primacy to the vaginal 
erogenous zone. Self manipulation of the 
infantile erogenous zone may cause a fixa- 
tion there, and may serve as an outlet not 
only for self and also masculine 
phantasies, but also for definitely feminine 
sexual In self manipulation 
with phantasies one can play all these di- 


love 


phantasies. 


verse roles. and attain a sort of omni- 
potence. For this reason, this symptom is 
dificult to cure. Frigid women and im- 


potent men may deny the existence of the 
problem through overcompensation. — In 
women they appear as “oversexed” and 
may suffer with nymphomania. In vanity, 
they may try to prove the opposite through 
pseudosexual behavior, that is sexual be- 
havior which for the most part is not pro- 
duced out of sexual need. but out of the 
need tou appease vanity. 

Other genital functions may be inhibited 
too. if they represent objectionable con- 
scious Or unconscious drives. There may be 
pregnancy 


a psychogenic resistance to 


5() 


which may cause “neurotic” abortion. 
chiefly by influencing muscular activity 


(uterine contractions). but also may in- 
fluence to some extent circulatory and 
metabolic functions (i.e. menstruation). 
Some women become pregnant after many 
years of marriage only after they decide 
to adopt a child, and there is possibility 
that some forms of sterility may be psy- 
chogenic (due to emotional conflict). 

Frigidity may stem from a variety of 
emotional disturbances. Sexual pleasure 
for some women may be spoiled or marred 
as a result of unwholesome upbringing. 
when parents and others taught that sex is 
degrading or improper. Fear of disapproval! 
or punishment may later be an ever haunt- 
ing spectre which comes between them 
and their husbands when sex is indulged. 
The unconscious fears may be intensified 
if the couple live with their parents.  Fri- 
gidity may be activated by a fear of preg- 
nancy, by hostility towards the masculine 
role, and by an unresolved infantile sexual 
attachment to the parents, the so-called 
“Oedipus Complex.” or by latent homo- 
sexual wishes or by excessive self centered- 
ness (self love). 

Frigidity may not occur alone, but may 
be masked. or may be accompanied by a 
whole series of personality disorder with 
other symptoms. The problem of lack of 
sex satisfaction may be secondary in the 
woman but primary in the husband’s im- 
petence or selfishness. or his rejection. 
These may be anxious and may have many 
vague complaints. but these women are 
not truly frigid. Spasm and painful coitus. 
when not due to physical causes is usually 
a form of extreme frigidity. Aversion to 
and fear of the sexual act may reflexly 
cause a contraction of the outlet muscles. 
making relations dificult and painful. 
There may be a conscious wish. but also 
the inhibiting fear—and surgery in these 
cases “add insult to injury.” 

Oversexed people are frequently mere- 
ly potentially frigid or impotent people on 
masquerade—unconscious of what their 
problem really is, unable to face it. fran- 
tically appeasing pride often at the ex- 
pense of exploiting others. This female 
“problem child.” like her male counter- 
partner—the impotent male—may spend 
her entire life in an inevitably wasted 
search for sexual satisfaction. Lesbians 
are not usually hormone problems and 
they are often quite feminine. The deviate 
is an emotionally disturbed person who is 
in search of pleasure and relief of her 
tensions by distortion and displacement of 
her sexual object and goals because of 
frustrations associated with complicated 
unconscious inhibitions acquired in child- 


hood and infancy. THE END 














Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 6) 


times. He has never been married. but 
he knows that I love him very much. 
There is another person whom | don’t 
love but who would like to marry me. 
What should | do? 222? 229? 


Dear 777? ??7??: 

Looks as if you're hell bent to get 
married! What’s the real hurry, espe- 
cially since you’ve been through it once 
and couldn’t make a go of things. Your 
boy friend is slyly “pulling the wool over 
your eyes,” for he certainly has no inten- 
tions of marrying you. The best move 
you can make is to break off from him. 


and mighty fast. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 26 years old, and I’m married 
to a fellow that I knew only one month 
before our wedding. We lived together 
for only two months before he went back 
into the army. I am now living in Los 
Angeles and he is stationed somewhere 
in Nevada. But every time he comes 
home to see me he always accuses me 
of some other man. There is another girl 
who comes to see me, but he doesn’t like 
her and doesn’t want me to have any- 
thing to do with her. Because of that 
we are always fighting. | want you to 
tell me what I should do. I love him 
so very much. Should I have waited 
before making this marriage? | will be 
waiting to hear from you. 


Mrs. M. L. Perkins 


Dear Mrs. Perkins: 

It’s a little late now to wonder if you 
shouldn’t have waited before your mar- 
riage. However. that’s “water over the 
dam,” and nothing can be done about 
it. If you are devoted to your husband 
and he in turn loves you, then with a 
little patience and understanding you 
can cement the holes in your marriage. 
First of all ask yourself, “Why does my 
husband consider my girl friend an un 
desirable acquaintance?” . . . Then ask 
another, “Why has he accused me of 
adultery when I’ve been true to him?” 
He may have come to the irrationai con 
clusion that “birds of a feather flock 
together.” It should be more important 
to you to keep a husband than a git! 
friend. 
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Teen-Age Hell Cat 


(Continued from Page 31) 


All of his clothes and things were in 
the house just where they had always 
been, but he wouldn’t be coming back 
to use anything. It wasn’t until a while 
later that I learned what had really hap- 
pened. My father was working on one 
of the high arcs at the steel mills when 
somebody swung a piece of heavy ma- 
chinery the wrong way. He and another 
man were knocked off the arc into one of 
the vats of molten steel. There wasn’t 
anything left of them for even a funeral. 

Father had enough insurance to keep 
up the payments on the old house, and 
mother went to work to buy groceries, so 
at least we had a place to eat and sleep 
and enough clothes to keep from being 
absolutely bare. But that was about all. 

Still, it wasn’t bad. Mother and I were 
pals then, and I cooked and looked after 
the kids and helped mother keep house. 
And when I needed a new coat or shoes 
and couldn’t have them, or when the 
grocery money was a little short and we 
ate cornflakes for supper a couple of days 
before mother’s payday or had mackerel 
on Sunday, I didn’t really mind. And 
there was always the warm fire smoulder- 
ing in the stove. I would lie in bed at 
night and watch the coals glow and feel 
warm and safe. 

A good girl? I was then. 

The change didn’t come until a long 
time after mother met Frank. I remember 
when I was ten and he started coming to 
the house taking mother out and some- 
times he would come and just stay for 
dinner and talk and play with us kids. We 
thought he was pretty nice because some- 
times he was awfully funny, especially 
when he had a drink or two. He was never 
drunk or anything like that, but just a 
litle high. Mother liked him a lot, so I 
wasn’t surprised when they finally got 
married, although I was beginning to feel 
that she was too devoted to him and 
thought less of us kids, especially me. 

But mother needed some fun after three 
long years of working and taking care of 
us, and Frank saw that she had plenty of 
good times before they were married. 
After they did marry, he was nice to us, 
for a while. 

They hadn’t been married too long be- 
fore we all moved to another house, al- 
though it wasn’t much better than the old 
one, and mother quit working because 
she was going to have another baby. 
Then other things began to happen. My 
stepfather started ignoring us kids, or 
trying to when we weren’t making too 
much racket. He got irritable, too, and 
snapped at mother. 

It was funny, watching my stepfather 
change from a happy, funny man into a 
failure who couldn’t accept the responsi- 
bilities of supporting a big family. Oh, 
he seemed willing enough to give up his 








Glorious relief from the 
ugly itching misery of 
eczema, pimples, rashes. 


Famous Skin Medicine Works Like Magic 


Lift up your head and stop fretting 
over the nagging distress of skin 
irritations! Nowadays there’s an 
easy, proven way to help your 
troubled skin feel better fast. 


Millions of people have actually 
seen the marvelous results brought 
about by Palmer’s “SKIN SUCCESS” 
Ointment. There’s just nothing like 
it! Only “SKIN SUCCESS” Ointment 
gives you the full benefit of that 
great skin-prescription formula, 
tested by a well-known physician. 
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PALMER's 


It works in a special way on your 
afflicted skin. So, get it today, and 
drive away those itchy-skin blues! 


Only 35c. Economical 75c size con- 
tains four times as much. 


COMPLEXION SECRET 
The deep-acting foamy medication 
of gentle “SKIN SUCCESS” SOAP fights 
off the surface skin germs that often 
cause ugly pimples, blackheads and 
perspiration odors. 
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single life at first, but afterwards you 
could tell that he resented all us kids and 
expenses that came in the bargain. 

Little by little, he took more to drink, 
intil mother finally had to go back to 
vork after the baby, and in another two 
yr three years, our house was filled with 
houts and screams and despair and, final- 

the thing I learned to hate most—fear. 

[ began to stay late at school just to 
keep from coming home to the misery and 
hate that had swarmed over us. When I 
lid that. my stepfather started accusing 
me of all kinds of things and telling my 
mother I needed a good beating. When he 
wasn’t trying to get her to whip me, he 
would just look at me in a funny sort of 
way that made me ashamed and scared 
dee p inside. 

I don’t know why I felt that way, but 
soon I didn’t want to be left alone in the 
house with my stepfather. I didn’t know 
why, but I was afraid I shouldn’t be. 

And then one afternoon, when I was 
fifteen, my fear was set off into heart- 
shearing terror. My mother and _ step- 
father were both supposed to be at work 
and the kids were out playing when I 

came in from school. I saw a pile of dirty 
dishes in the sink and started to change 
into some old clothes to do them. I had 
just taken off my skirt and sweater and 
was standing in my slip when I suddenly 
became aware of somebody behind me. I 
don’t know if my stepfather made a noise 
or if it was the reeking odor of alcohol 
that came through to me, but suddenly I 
wheeled around and faced him. He was 
leering at me from the doorway, a crazed 
look in his eyes. 

“Well, look how my little girl has 
grown,” he muttered, reaching for me 
with one hand. I backed away quickly. 

“Now don’t play shy with me,” he 
snarled. “I know you’ve been hangin’ out 
late after school. For what? With some 
of them overgrown punks I see on the 
street? I know what they’re after. You 
might as well be nice to your old man, 
too. 

My stepfather lunged at me then and al- 
though I tried to spin away, his right hand 
clung to my slip and the force of my swift 
movement caused the thin material to rip 
from my body. 

I screamed then, good and loud, and the 
sudden noise must have shocked him. He 
stood motionless for a moment, and in that 
split-second I instinctively shoved him 
away from me with both hands as hard as 
I could, sending him backwards through 
my bedroom door. Drunk and reeling, he 
crashed back into the table in the kitchen 
outside, knocking over a chair and bring- 
ing a couple of pots down on his head. 

I could see he was stunned, and with 
tears streaming down my face, I grabbed 
up my clothes and dashed past his 
sprawled figure out the back door, dress- 
ing as I ran. 


Tee SHOCKED to know what to do and 
too afraid to go to neighbors for fear 


o2 


of what I might blurt out, I walked the 
crowded, slum-ridden streets of the neigh- 
borhood until after dark and I knew my 
mother was home. I wanted first to rush 
home and tell her what had happened, but 
I was afraid she wouldn’t believe me. She 
still loved my stepfather, and it might be 
his word against mine if he decided to 
call me a liar. Then I was afraid how 
hurt my mother would be even if she did 
believe me. 

Confused, tired and frightened, I wan- 
dered along the streets as the hour grew 
later and the weather became chilly. 
Thoughtlessly, I began looking inside auto- 
mobiles parked at curbs as I passed. Sud- 
denly, and unexplainably, I hit upon an 
idea to get inside one. I must have tried 
the doors on two or three late model 
sedans before I found one left open. I 
crawled into the back seat and huddled 
there in the darkness, uncertain if I 
should stay. Suppose the owner should 
come back and find me? Suppose he would 
try what my stepfather had tried? 

Panicky, I reached for the door lever 
to leap out, and then fear gave way to 
reason. I recalled that I had seen this 
car parked in front of the same house 
many times before. Apparently the owner 
lived there. And it was late now and 
most of the lights were out in the house. 
The odds were that the owner would not 
be coming back out. I let the tenseness 
go out of my body, locked the car from the 
inside, and stretched out on the seat to 
sleep. 

I awoke, frightened, several times dur- 
ing the night, but each time there was 
nothing outside to fear, so I continued to 
sleep off and on until it was light. Then I 
got out after a few minutes of worrying 
about what to do, and decided to go home 
and face mother. 

She was asleep when I got there, but 
awoke as I entered and almost blew a 
gasket. Luckily, I was too numb to an- 
swer back right away, and as mother 
fussed on for several minutes. I realized 
that my stepfather, probably as frightened 
now as I was, had told her I said some- 
thing about spending the night with some 
friend when I left. 

Of course, he hadn’t told why I really 
left, but instead had made up some story 
about me going visiting. Mother had 
called some neighbors to see where I was, 
but none of them had seen me. 

So she raved on, making nasty hints 
about my clothes being all rumpled up and 
where I must have spent the night. For a 
while, I was afraid she was going to watch 
me undress and see the torn slip, and 
then no telling what would have happened. 
But she gave up arguing after a while 
and went on back to bed. 


From then on, I stayed away from home 
more and more, less afraid of what my 
mother would say than I was of my step- 
father. Soon I turned to aschoolmate, Joyce, 
for companionship. I hadn’t really liked 
Joyce at first, but she seemed to be the 


only one I could really talk to. mostly be- 
cause she seemed to have a lot of problems 
at home, too. 

Through Joyce, I found other friends, 
boys and girls my own age who seemed 
to have to find their way mostly for them- 
selves. And we learned to have fun, roam- 
ing the streets in bunches, forming our 
own club, sort of. We went to the movies, 
when we had money, or to one of the 
neighborhood drug stores and played rec. 
ords and danced. Every now and then, 
somebody’s folks would leave town for a 
day or so and we would go to their house 
and dance and play music and simple 
things like that. 

Then a couple of boys who had cars 
started running around in the same crowd, 
and we used to go for rides. Pretty soon, 
Joyce and I started going to the beach in 
Bobby Dykes’ car on what they called a 
“beer bust.” 

I remember the first time I went, and 
how much fun it was drinking the cold 
beer and rubbing our bare feet in the 
deep, warm sand. Pretty soon I noticed 
how some of the kids coupled off and took 
turns staying inside the car while the rest 
of us lounged around up and down the 
beach. I wasn’t with anybody particular 
the first night, so I didn’t get in the car, 
I wasn’t sure what was going on anyway, 
but I thought again of my stepfather, and 
I knew if that was what it was, then | 
didn’t want any part of it. 

One night a few weeks later I was 
there with someone, Pete Evans. and 
pretty soon he was trying to get me to 
come on and go to the car with him. 

“Why, Pete?” I asked. 

“To get out of the sand for a while,” 
he said, simple enough. 

But once inside the car I found out 
Pete had other ideas. We were only there 
a few minutes before he began pawing 
over me and trying to get me to kiss him. 
Pete was a pimply-faced kid with greasy. 
straightened hair and a coarseness I hadn't 
really liked from the beginning, and | 
guess I let him know it when his hands 
got to roaming around over my knees and 
fumbling with my blouse. 

Suddenly, I thought of Pete as I had my 
stepfather, but instead of fear awakening 
inside me, there was a sudden, violent hate 
exploding there. It all erupted as | 
rammed my elbow into Pete’s stomach. 
causing him to double over. Quickly | 
slipped off one shoe and began beating 
him across the head and watched his 
frozen, sickened face as Pete, with all the 
wind knocked out of him, struggled to get 
fresh air into his lungs. 

Gasping desperately, Pete shoved opet 
the car door and tumbled to the ground. 
I leaped out behind him, gave him a kick 
with the foot that still had a shoe on it, 
and spat at him. 

“Who do you think you are that you cal 
handle me like I belong to you!” I yelled 
at him. “Nobody’s going to do that 
Christine Edwards!” 
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Pete cringed and crawled away until he 
got his breath back, then he pulled him- 
self up beside the car and stared at me as 
if he could kill me. 

He might have tried it had not Bobby 
Dykes run up and stood between us. He 
bawled Pete out for “trying to make 
Chris do something she doesn’t want to 
do,” and all the kids suddenly began to 
laugh and kid Pete about having “made 
a dry run.” 


CARING INTO PETE the way I did 
turned out to be the best thing I could 
have done in the gang, because it gave me 
the reputation of being “hard to get” and 
having lots of fight. Pretty soon, I was 
the top girl in the gang, and Bobby sort 
of took me under his wing. 

But I began to egg the kids on to find- 
ing new kinds of thrills since those beach 
beer busts were leading to the sort of 
thing I didn’t want. Pretty soon, we 
found a drug store that sold something 
called “‘bennies” and we dropped them in 
our beer to get a real kick. After a while, 
some of the kids went on to something 
they called “redbirds” and “yellow jack- 
ets,” which were much stronger, but the 
rest of us called those that did “hop- 
heads” and made fun of them. 

Sometimes we’d all have a few bennies 
and beer—or “goofballs” we called them 
—and- redbirds and yellow jackets and 
then get out on the highway and see how 
fast Bobby’s car would go. Often, if we 
had more than one car, we would race for 
miles, sometimes side by side, late at night, 
and once or twice we played “chicken.” 
You know, two cars come toward each 
other head-on as fast as they can, and 
the first one to swerve out of way is 
“chicken.” But we quit playing that after 
Bobby said he read about an accident in 
California where two cars crashed at 
eighty miles an hour and killed nine kids 
playing “chicken.” 

By this time, my home was little more to 
me than a place to sleep. My stepfather, 
after he found out I wasn’t going to tell 
about the day he came after me, started 
back to accusing me of “laying out” with 
boys and my mother fussed that I didn’t 
do anything at home to help anymore and 
how I didn’t appreciate all she had tried 
to do for me. 

One night she got to arguing with me 
and my stepfather was throwing in his two 
cents worth and my brother and sister 
were looking all frightened and suddenly 
I decided I didn’t want any more of home. 
Before I knew it my mother and I were 
yelling at each other something terrible. 

“You’re no good, Christine! You’re no 
good!” she screamed at me. 

“Maybe I’m not,” I yelled back. “May- 
be I’m just a teen-age hellcat who’s going 
to live fast and die young and have a good 
time doing it. But I’m your daughter!” 

And then she slapped me, hard. And 
I slapped her back, and then I was run- 
ning again, out the door and away from 
home. 











Gor Keller trom Itching, Stinging, 
SORE, RED HANDS 


*“Most of the men in our machine 
shop got sore, red hands from the 
grease and acids off the machines. 
Black and White Ointment sure re- 
lieved the itching, burning and sore- 
ness fast. Now like all the other 
fellows who work with me, I always 
keep Black and White Ointment in 
my locker.”’ 
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ointment to check itching, burning mis- 
ery of eczema, simple ringworm, itch of 
acne. Still only 25¢. Trial size 15¢. Save 
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skin daily with Black and White Soap. 
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I ran straight to Joyce, who was home 
by herself as usual. 

“Girl, am I glad to see you,” Joyce said 
before I could tell her I had just had a 
fight with my mother. 

“You know those guys over on the 
West Side who Bobby said were always 
trying to make trouble? Well, Pete just 
called and told me they smashed up 
Bobby’s car while he had it parked out- 
side a movie this afternoon. Pete says this 
is it. The gang’s all meeting down at the 
drug store and going after those West 
Side punks. The girls are going along, 
too. 

I don’t know what happened to me 
then, but suddenly I saw a chance to get 
back at my mother and stepfather and the 
whole world. I had a lot of fight swelling 
up in me and I was spoiling to let it out. 

“Let’s go,” I said sharply. 

There must have been thirty kids in and 
around the drug store when we got there. 
[ noticed some of the boys had baseball 
bats hidden in their pants legs and a 
bunch of them had rocks and knives in 
their pockets. Pete showed me a funny- 
looking thing made of wood and big rub- 
ber bands and metal. A “zip gun,” he 
called it. Pretty soon we all piled into 
cars and drove for the West Side. 

The rest of that night made a good 
newspaper story. Over a hundred kids 
got mixed up in that brawl and all the 
cops in town turned out. Ten boys had to 
go to the hospital and a lot of others ran 
off bloody. If it had all happened in 
broad open daylight where everybody 
would have been a clear target for every- 
body else, there’s no telling what would 
have happened. 

Things were bad enough as they were: 
one of those West Side kids died in the 
hospital with a .22-caliber bullet in his 
spine. 

And the cops got Pete, along with a lot 
of the rest of us who knew he had had 
the gun. The police and the judge really 
gave us down the road for that gang fight, 
and I was feeling pretty sorry for what 
we had done and for myself until the 
judge said I had to go to a detention 
home for a year. The few of us who had 
been caught were being made examples of, 
they said. Pete got ten years in the pen. 

| was seventeen then, and jail made me 
more bitter than ever. I hated the gang 
because I felt they were responsible for 
my being there. I didn’t need them, I told 
myself. I could get along just fine on my 
own. I had been crazy to get mixed up in 
that wild gang fight in the first place. 

To prove it, I got out of the detention 
home in nine months on good behavior. 
[I didn’t go home to stay, though. I knew 
things could never be right there now, so 
[ got a job as a waitress my second day 
back and within a week I packed up my 
clothes and rented myself a room. 

It felt good, working and making my 
own way and not having to worry about 
cops grabbing you for something. But I 
Now I didn’t have the 


was lonesome. 
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gang and I didn’t even have the argu- 
ments at home. So except for when I was 
on the job I was pretty miserable. Folks 
in the restaurant tried to be friendly, but 
somehow I just couldn’t warm up to any- 
body anymore. 

Pretty soon, too, fellows began trying 
to make dates with me in the restaurant 
and telling me I was wasting my time 
behind a counter. The usual line. But 
I didn’t fall for any of it. I knew that 
what most of them were interested in 
wasn’t my future. 

But I guess I should have known that 
sooner or later some guy was going to talk 
me into walking out from behind that 
counter. The one that did was tall and 
husky with eyes that seemed to laugh at 
you and a pencil-thin moustache streaking 
out across his brown face. 

At first, he sounded like all the others, 
telling me I was pretty and had a good 
figure and that I could do better than 
sling hash in some “ptomaine parlor,” he 
called it. Then he asked me if I had ever 
done any modeling. 

“Sure,” I said, scrubbing a clean place 
on the counter next to him, “in France, 
Italy, all over the world.” 

He laughed, but he kept on talking to 
me about it. He told me he was a pho- 
tographer and that he could use a good 
model and the job would be a good start 
on a future that offered something more 
than hot kitchens, dirty dishes and cus- 
tomers who thought the waitress went with 
the ten-cent cup of coffee. 

I didn’t believe him at all at first, but 
then he showed me a _ brightly-colored 
business card that had his name—Charles 
Morrison—and business address and said 
he was a photographer, all right. He left 
the card with me and said I should call 
him sometime. 

But it was after a month and lots more 
convincing from Charles that I called him 
one day and told him I was ready for that 
job. By that time, it seemed that if I 
had to serve one more meat loaf dinner to 
some fanny-patting joker or one more 
bowl of chili to some drunk, I would go 
crazy. So I went to Charles instead. 

Modeling was both easier and harder 
than I had imagined. Posing in front of 
a camera looked easy, but I expected 
trouble out of Charles. Instead, Charles 
didn’t make a single pass and I found 
cocking my head over and over again and 
sucking in my stomach and arching back 
my shoulders and curling my arms in a 
graceful but uncomfortable position was 
hard work. First Charles took me through 
the fundamental poses and then into more 
leggy, cheesecake shots. 

It’s funny, thinking back, how I never 
thought to question Charles about the pic- 
tures or how he could make any money 
with them. He would just shoot a batch 
and show them to me and give me a few of 
the best ones and I was happy. He paid 
me, too, of course. Not much, but it was 
as much as I made at the restaurant, and I 
liked the work better. 


Pretty soon it got so I couldn’t wait to 
get to the studio and pose for Charles, and 
his warm, easy manner soon took away all 
the resentment and tenseness that had 
built up inside me for so long. I suppose 
that’s the reason why the night he invited 
me up into his apartment over his studio 
that I went willingly, readily, and with- 
out my guard up. 

We ate and drank and played music and 
when he came to me and took me in his 
arms, there was none of the hatred in me 
that had sprung up against my stepfather 
or Pete or anybody else who'd tried to 
take me. 

Charles was older and more of an “ex. 
pert,” I guess you'd call him. Anyway, 
that night I learned what it was to give 
yourself to a man. To be wrapped in 
flaming ecstasy and the consuming fire of 
physical love. 

After that, Charles and I were real 
lovers. In fact, I wanted to give up my 
room and move into his apartment with 
him, but he explained it would have been 
bad for his business. 

The next few months were good ones, 
as far as I was concerned. I had a little 
money, I had Charles, and I had what I 
thought was a budding career as a pho- 
tographer’s model. Charles was now 
teaching me the art of nude modeling, 
having me strike all sorts of “artistic” 
and exotic and seductive poses. 

But eventually I began to think of mar- 
riage, which seemed a natural thing for 
Charles and I to do. But he didn’t want 
to discuss it seriously, and if I tried to in- 
sist, he became angry and said my nagging 
was making him mess up his work. 

So I didn’t worry Charles often about 
marriage, at least, not until after the 
morning I woke up with a strange, un- 
easy sensation in my stomach and found 
out my breakfast wouldn’t stay down. A 
quick trip to a doctor bore out my worst 
fears—I was going to have a child. 

Charles will have to marry me now, I 
kept telling myself all the way to his 
studio. He would want to. I felt. 

I don’t know how I could have been so 
wrong. When I told Charles he went into 
a real tantrum. He didn’t want the child 
or marriage either. He wasn’t ready for all 
that now, he fumed. He raved for a while 
like a madman, and then he became re- 
strained and persuasive. We could get 
married later and have a baby, he said, 
but right now it was all wrong, all wrong 
for me and for him. We had our careers 
to think of, he said. 

I don’t know why I ever thought I had 
any career in the first place, but ‘it 
sounded important and I had never had 
anybody talk to me about anything like 
that before Charles. Somehow, he began 
to make it all sound right, even the part 
about going to a doctor he knew and har 
ing him fix everything up. 


THAT WAS THE LOWEST thing I ever 
did, I guess. Going to that doctor. I'll 
never forget it—the shabby office. the doc 
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tor’s unshaven face, the dirty-looking “op- 
erating room,” and the terrible pain and 
sickness later. For a while, I felt it would 
have been easier to die. 

But I was tough, and I came through 
it alright. And Charles was happy. Now it 
wouldn’t spoil his work. 

I didn’t really learn about his “work” 
until one day he left the studio suddenly 
after he got a telephone call. Alone with 
nothing else to do, I began prowling 
around the studio into places I had never 
looked before. Then I noticed that one 
file cabinet that usually stayed locked had 
been left open. A woman’s curiosity got 
the best of me, and I looked inside. What 
I saw made my insides retch. 

There were pictures of me, all nude, 
with men I had never seen in my life. I 
thumbed quickly through picture after 
picture of revolting bedroom scenes worse 
than anything I had seen some of the kids 
smuggle around at school. 

At first I couldn’t understand it. I didn’t 
know the men, I’d never seen them. How 
could there be pictures? And then I found 
negatives cut and gummed together and I 
realized they had been what they called 
super-imposed. Some of those strange “ar- 
tistic” poses Charles put me in had made 
it easy. And I found other pictures of 
other girls the same way. 

All of the rage that I had ever sum- 
moned—for home, for my stepfather, for 
Pete Evans, for the detention home, for 
everything—bubbled back up inside me. 
And then Charles walked in. 

I don’t know what really happened 
then, except Charles saw me with the pic- 
tures in my hand and started to yell at 
me, then he fell back when he saw the 
murder in my eyes and heard the curses 
I hurled from my tongue. Then he tried to 
explain, then be persuasive and tender as 
he had before, but I kept yelling and 
screaming at him and when he moved 
forward to put his arms around me, I 
snatched up the sharp letter-opener from 
his desk. 

“Chris, you fool! Don’t! Don’t—” 

And everytime he yelled, I plunged the 
letter-opener into him. 

I don’t remember how long it was be- 
fore the police came or who called them 
or what I was doing when they got there. 
I only remember being sorry that Charles 
wasn’t dead. Oh, he nearly died, alright, 
but the hospital pulled him through. 

He went to jail too, when he was well 
enough to come into court and the police 
dug up the evidence on his lewd picture 
racket. 

And the judge had pity on me, that’s 
why my sentence is light, considering the 
fact I tried to kill a man. 

I don’t know exactly what I’m going to 
do when I get out, except be careful. But 
I think I know all the pitfalls now. I 
think everything has happened to me. 

And maybe by telling it all now, like 
this, I can save others from the ruin and 
heartache I have known. THE END 











FOR THE LIGHTER, BRIGHTER COMPLEXION 


THAT WELCOMES Close-wpo! 


Maybe it’s a camera that’s close-up, 
or maybe it’s the very special man 
in your life. In either case, you want 
your complexion to be lovely, light 
and clear—with the youthful glow 
that men simply can’t resist. 


Just one jar of Naprnota Bleach- 
ing Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
clearing action of Naprnota Cream. 
Get Naprinota today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
ier appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
Oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
75c and $1.25 


FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness. 75c and $1.10 





inine voices say, “What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!” 


NapINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of Naprnota—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get Naprnora right 
away! Napinota, Paris, Tennessee. 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 





NADINOLA 





55 




















Forbidden Fruit 


(Continued from Page 23) 


ning in the past. The sound of her foot- 
steps grew nearer and I knew that she was 
coming back to where I was working. I 
continued with my work as though I had 
neither seen nor heard her as she reached 
the corner where I was. 

“Eddie,” she said. I continued with my 
work, trying to pretend that I hadn’t heard 
her. 

“Eddie, please don’t be like that. I’m 
sorry—I just don’t know what came over 
me.” I looked at her now and saw that 
she had been crying. 

“Please believe me,” she continued; “I 
enjoyed your kiss and I’m ashamed of 
myself for slapping you.” 

“That’s all right Von,” I said, going back 
to my work, “forget it. It was as much 
my fault as it was yours. We should have 
known better. Let’s just forgive and for- 
get. We can both count it as a bad experi- 
ence.” Tears were welled in her eyes now 
and her voice was unsteady. 

“But I don’t want to forget,” she in- 
sisted, coming closer. “I want to make it 
up to you—somehow. Don’t you believe 


> 


me?” 

“T believe one thing, Von,” I said, “and 
that is that I made a big mistake and 
under the circumstances got off lucky. 
We’re both young but neither of us are 
dumb to what the score is so I'll say it 
like it is. You’re white and I’m colored 
and no matter how badly I want to hold 
you or you want to kiss me, the minute we 
carry out that desire we feel unclean or 
guilty of breaking some law—and I—I feel 
afraid of what might happen if someone 
were to see us. There’s only a few blocks 
to go to reach my part of town but we 
both know that I’d never reach it. All 
you'd have to do is scream a little and 
my neck wouldn’t be worth a plugged 
nickel. I know when I’ve been playing with 
fire—right now I smell smoke and am 
calling it quits before I get burned.” 

I started to walk away but she caught 
me by the arm and laid her head on my 
shoulder sobbing. 

“I know what you must think of me,” 
she said, “and I can’t blame you but I 
wasn’t trying to make trouble for you. I 
meant it when I said I liked your kiss. I’ve 
had more happiness here in the shop with 
you during the evenings than I’ve had in 
my whole life. The things like the poetry 
and the long talks, and our school work. 
Eddie, my father is a wealthy man. You’re 
the real reason I’m still working here. 
Don’t be unfriendly now, for gosh sakes 
don’t.” Then the tears came, big ones that 
rolled down her cheeks. She pulled a small 
hanky from her purse and wiped her eyes, 
then walked over to the window and stared 
into the darkness. I went back to stirring 
the pie fruit. 

“Eddie,” she continued, “I know what 
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you meant by saying that you think you 
are playing with fire but I—” 

“How can you?” I interrupted. “Do 
you know what it’s like to be denied a 
thing as basic as good clean friendship 
just because even the most innocent of 
incidents might be twisted into something 
ugly and debased?” 

“I know—I know,” she said, “I’ve heard 
and read. You have every right to think 
as you do, but I swear Eddie, I’d never 
betray you. This isn’t the easiest thing 
for me to say and I don’t quite know how 
to begin it—but—I think that I care for 
you a lot. I’ve felt that way for a long 
time now.” 

“Thanks,” I said, sarcastically, as I 
turned around and saw that she was now 
facing me. Again the tears welled in her 
eyes and overflowed. 

“I’m trying my best to say I love you. I 
love you Eddie but I’m so afraid; that’s the 
reason I acted so badly this evening. Go 
ahead and laugh if you want. I know I’ve 
put myself in a bad spot but it’s the truth 
and I can’t help it. Laugh, why don’t 
you?” 

I walked over to her and took her hands 
in mine. I felt her pulse quicken and the 
slight tremor as I stroked them gently. 
She moved close to me, put her hands 
gently on my face. She stood there look- 
ing at me as if her heart had been bared 
for my pleasure—to make whole or to 
crush. 

“I’m not laughing,” I said, “I feel sorry, 
Von—sorry for both of us.” 


HE TURNING OF THE KEY in the 

front door lock startled us back into 
consciousness and out of the dreamy mood 
that had descended upon us as she had so 
lightly and tenderly kissed me, a kiss to 
which I neither gave response nor resist- 
ance, but one which awoke me to the reality 
that whatever force brought us together 
was too strong to fight. 

Jim entered the center of the bakery just 
as Von was closing the side door. 

“Hi Shorty,” he said, looking towards 
the door through which Von had gone. 

“How’re you doing?” I asked. 

“OK, I reckon,” he answered, then still 
looking a bit puzzled at the door asked, 
“Wasn’t that Yvonne that just went out?” 

“Yeah.” 

“What’s she doing leaving so late? She 
should have locked up over half an hour 
ago.” 

“T helped her with a bit of homework,” I 
answered, picking up a can of hot fruit 
and placing it on the storage table. 

“She has to write an article on Ein- 
stein’s theory of nuclear fission of 1905, 
you know, E equals M C square.” 

“Epstine’s what?” he asked. I knew that 
I had him off the trail now so I slid in 
with full power. Jim was one of the tall 
lanky boys that rarely left the hills and 
being suspicious by nature pursued any 
subject religiously until thrown off the 
track by technical data or a good bath; 
these were the only things they feared. 


“Oh, you must’ve had that in school,” | 
continued, “the energy in ergs equals the 
mass in grams times the velocity of light 
per cubic centimeter per second—Einstein 
believed that—” 

“T probably had it somewhere, Shorty, 
but it’s been a long time ago,” he inter- 
rupted. “Say, how did that batch of pine. 
apples turn out? It was almost spoiled 
when I mixed it, smelled like rum but the 
old man said to use it and I did.” 

“Oh that,” I answered, “the guy that 
eats those pies can get full and high at 
the same time.” We laughed and after 
setting some yeast to ferment for the next 
day’s special he got his jacket and left, 

When the door slammed behind him my 
heart left my throat where it had seem. 
ingly been lodged. “What luck.” I thought, 
if that character hadn’t decided to come in 
the front door I would have been a goner, 
He had probably forgotten about Von by 
now. I hurriedly finished my work. re- 
checked the place, turned out the lights 
and left. 

As I walked out into the night the smell 
of rain was in the air. I pulled my collar 
around my neck and started for the bus 
stop but as I approached it I felt the need 
to walk and think so I kept on past and 
towards home. I’d gone but a short way 
when it began to rain. I didn’t care though 
as I had something to occupy my mind; 
something that needed a lot of thought. | 
reviewed the past two months, the evenings 
when Von and I had been alone in the 
bakery. I’d gone about my work while she 
sat upon the sacks of supplies and read 
from Shakespeare or Keats, or our most 
favored of all, Walter Benton. At first it 
had been a convenience to us both in that 
being in the same year of school we had 
the same lessons to study. Then it had 
become a real need, as important as bread 
or milk. 

I thought of how sweet she had looked 
against the white background; how soft 
and pink her skin, how red her lips. | 
remembered the times when a careless 
movement had bared to view, curvaceous 
loveliness which she bothered not to hide 
nor appeared ashamed for me to view. | 
thought of how it had been this evening 
when I had kissed her for the first time; 
how her lips had parted and given forth 
with all their sweetness and _ how the 
warmth and softness of her caresses had 
burned into my very soul with a flame of 
a thousand hells. I remembered all of this 
and more—I thought of how dead a man 
may die for tasting of these forbidden 
fruits and wondered if it were worth the 
price. 

The rain began in earnest and I has 
tened my stride. As I was about to cross 
the street a car pulled to the curb, the 
door swung open and she shouted: 

“Hop in, Eddie, you'll get soaked.” 

“I’m already soaked,” I said, getting 
into the little red convertible. “Who pulled 
the plug out?” I asked and we laughed. 
She turned onto a side street and towards 
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to the big hill where a local hospital and 
the city park were situated. As she pulled 
to a stop near the crest of the hill over- 
looking the town it really began to rain. 
We sat in silence for a while looking out 
into the night at the lights of the town. 
The darkness of the overhanging clouds 
and the occasional flicker of lightning gave 
it a gloomy appearance. 

“Put your arms around me,” she said, 
moving closer. “Eddie, what are we going 
to do?” 

“About what?” I asked, knowing all 
along what she meant. 

“About us; you know as well as I that 
it must be love. Oh, I want you Eddie, 
more than life itself—but it will lead to no 
good no matter how hard we try or how 
great our love may be. They'll say I’m a—” 
She stopped as though searching for a suit- 
able word. 

“A Darky’s woman,” I said, and saw in 
her eyes that it had hurt. 

“Even worse,” she replied; “and I can 
guess what they'll say about you. Why 
can’t people let others alone and let them 
live as they want to?” 

“That’s life, and there’s very little we 
can do about it,” I said. She moved closer 
in my arms and I could hear the sharpness 
of her breath. The sweet fragrance of her 
hair was like the first flowers of spring. 

“Von,” I began, “I’m going to quit my 
job. If we don’t see each other it will be 
easier; after all, it might be the novelty 
that makes us think we’re in love. I’ve 
never actually been in love and even if I 
had the very difference in us that makes 
our—our love seem wrong could be the 
very thing that causes me to want you. 
A man seems to always want the things 
he can’t have. At any rate we can’t go 
on like this. This is our first night and 
already I’ve had a good slap and a darned 
good scare. What’ll it be like a month 
from now?” 

“What did Jim say?” she asked. 

“Oh, he just asked what you were doing 
so late; I gave him an answer that satis- 
fied him, I suppose.” 

“Did he ask about the lipstick?” she 
asked, as she started to wipe it away. My 
hand shot to my face and as I rubbed it 
across my mouth it was cherry red. I be- 
gan to wonder—“did I fool Jim or only 
myself?” At any rate I would have to be 
more careful. 

“He didn’t see it or didn’t say anything 
about it at least.” 

“Maybe he didn’t see it,” she said. “I 
hope not. I don’t know what I'd do if 
something were to go wrong.” 

She snuggled closer now and her arms 
tightened about my chest. Her face lifted 
to mine and her lips, moist and red, seemed 
to beg to be kissed. Her long blonde 
tresses were soft as silk as they entwined 
into my finger tips. The roar of thunder 
overhead was muted by the beating of my 
own heart. The patter of rain from above 
and the throbbing of our quickened pulses 
blended into one great ovation. In the sky 
lightning flashed. 
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“Tove me Eddie,” she whispered, “love 
me.” The wind blew harder, the rain came 
in torrents, and the storm began. 

Driving back was like entering into a 
new world. The rain had washed the 
streets clean and everything sparkled be- 
neath the neon lights of the little town. As 
we turned onto the road that led to my 
home I broke the silence that had engulfed 
us. 
“What will you tell your folks?” 

“T’ll say I went to a movie,” she replied. 
“What’ll you tell yours?” 

“They won’t ask any questions,” I an- 
swered, relaxing against the seat and vis- 
ually painting a portrait of her in my heart. 

“Even if I decide to take you right to 
your door?” 

““Well—now I guess they might be just a 
wee bit curious,” I said. We laughed and 
were comforted knowing that one barrier 
had been removed. The short-sightedness 
of men was a joke to us and to each other 
we were but lovers. 


FTER THIS FIRST NIGHT I lost in- 
+% terest in everything else. I lived each 
day for the reward that evening would 
bring. We read poetry, sang songs and 
went for moonlit rides. Weeks stretched 
into months and the summer came. That 
summer was the happiest I’d ever known; 
filled with stolen moments. A picnic in a 
hidden spot—a moonlight swim in an out 
of the way stream; all of this and more 
made up the most exciting time of our lives. 

When school started again she was 
blooming into a very shapely and dignified 
young woman. We were both seniors in 
high school. I now had other social obli- 
gations to which I gave just enough atten- 
tion to get by. As the months passed we 
had become more daring in our adventures. 
[ had started working during the early 
morning hours and this deprived us of our 
chance to see each other daily. In order 
that I might be near my job I moved to 
my aunt’s hotel downtown. Yvonne had 
gotten the habit of driving up outside and 
honking her horn for me. I would race 
down the stairs, jump in beside her and 
we would go zooming out to our little 
hideway. 

Then one night it happened. I’d finished 
supper and taken a shower. As I dressed 
[ felt fluttery inside. Tonight we were 
driving up to a large city in an adjoining 
state where it is said that a guy and a girl 
can have all the fun they want without 
anyone asking a lot of questions or caring 
what they looked like. I had no one to 
check on the time I came in now or if I 
came and Von had told her folks that she 
would be spending the weekend with a 
friend. We'd planned this trip as a pre- 
lude to our graduation from school as we 
realized that we would be unable to see 
each other as often as we'd like during 
those last two months. We had to make 
plans. 

“We've got to decide what we’re going 
to do Eddie,” she had said. “We can 20 
to Detroit, or maybe to the West Coast. I 
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have a little money saved and we can get 
a fine start.” As she had said it, it had 
sounded so easy. 

I heard her honk the horn of our little 
red love buggy, as we had grown to call 
her car, my heart leaped and I was down 
the stairs with a hop and a skip. At first 
the street had seemed almost deserted but 
on second glance I saw Charlie, a local 
colored cop, watching from the smoke shop 
across the street so I scratched my ear, 
cleared my throat, and walked on down 
the street. As I was approaching the next 
block she rounded the corner and I hopped 
in. 

“Keep driving,” I said, “go out Fifth 
Street to the Old Mill Road and over to 
the highway from there.” 

“Who was it?” she asked. I could tell 
by the flushed look on her face that she 
was afraid. 

“Tt was Charlie, one of the local gum- 
shoes, trying to play Sherlock Holmes.” 

As she drove out Old Mill Road I 
glanced behind us to see if we were being 
followed but saw no one. We reached the 
main highway and Von pressed the gas 
pedal heavily. We were clipping along at 
the legal speed limit. 

“How’s about some music Daddy-O?” 
she asked, smiling at me. I knew from the 
mimicking way she asked that the fear was 
dying. 

“OK,” babe,” I said, flicking the car 
radio on. “What’ll it be? Something cool 
or cute?” 

“Anything, dad—anything, just so it’s 
groovy.” 

“You’re nuts,” I said; “we both sound 
about as much like Bebops as a cricket 
sounds like a lion.” Laughter filled the 
little car and the tension was gone. Over 
the radio came the deep sounds of a mod- 
ern jazz sextette. I relaxed and closed my 
eyes, seemingly bathing in a deep pool of 
melody. The little convertible seemed to 
float along the highway and I could tell 
that it wouldn’t be long before the state 
line would be behind us. 

“Wake up, Eddie,” she said, giving me a 
gentle nudge that jarred me out of a 
dreamy slumber. 

“Huh,” I yawned, “what did you say?” 

“A penny for your dreams.” 

“You’ve got it wrong, Von—it’s a penny 
for your thoughts,” I answered. 

“In your case it’s a penny for your 
dreams. You were dead asleep,” she re- 
plied. I now sat up and stretched. 

“The dream I was having was worth 
more than a penny,” I began. “It was a 
priceless one. I soared in a different world. 
We were walking along a sandy beach 
picking up sea shells and all around us 
were birds and butterflies—in the distance 
were rolling hills where we lived in a little 
Garden of Eden. The ocean seemed to sing 
a song, something strange and sweet. It 
was a wonderful place but there was no 
one there but us. Kind of crazy, huh? 
Where are we?” I asked suddenly realizing 
that we had been traveling for quite a 
while. 


“We're almost there now,” she said, 
“How about stopping for something to eat 
and some gas?” 

“All right, that'll give us a chance to 
straighten up a bit. I must look a mess 
with my shirt all wrinkled like this.” 

Von pulled into one of those all-night 
places that cater mostly to trucking outfits 
and we parked and entered. A sudden 
hush came over the room as we walked in 
and all eyes seemed to turn our way. There 
was a mixture of people in the diner. At 
one table was a big dark-skinned guy, a 
red-head lean figure, and a short little 
Italian. Even before we entered we had 
heard the little one telling a joke while 
his companions continued laughing at the 
last one, some comedian he must have been, 
But now all was quiet. We found an empty 
table near the exit and a dumpy old wait. 
ress took our order. The diner began to 
buzz again and we knew that we were 
the topic of the chatter. Finishing our 
meal, we paid the cashier and left. As we 
rounded the corner of the diner Von stifled 
a sudden cry in her throat and I looked up 
to see Charlie standing by the car. It was 
too late to do anything but go on over 
to where he was standing. 

“Don’t let him know that you’re afraid,” 
I whispered to Von, taking her hand in 
mine as we went on over. 

“Hello love-birds,” he sneered, “you two 
are having a fine time of it, aren’t you?” 

“How are you, Mr. McIntosh?” I asked. 

“Oh, I’m all right, kid—yeah, I’m doing 
just fine, only I’ve got myself a little prob- 
lem, maybe you can sorta help me out.” 
I looked at Von and squeezed her hand, she 
managed a faint smile. “You see,” he con- 
tinued, “it’s a case of a couple of lovebirds 
who thought they had everybody fooled— 
and did too—all except one; that’s me.” 
With this he gave that filthy smirk again 
that he used for a smile and I began to 
sense that he wasn’t going to call copper 
to anyone but was trying to make a haul 
for himself. “Well, I followed this pair of 
dudes for a long way just’ to see how far 
they would go and what they'd do. At 
first I thought I'd let them off light with 
some kind of warning or something and 
then after they crossed the state line | 
thought maybe they ought to be taught a 
good lesson about breaking the law.” He 
wiggled his mouth round and sent a stream 
of dirty tobacco juice against the fender 
of the car. Von’s hand began to shake and 
I steadied her a bit. The anger was begin- 
ning to rise in me now to take the place 
of fear. Neither Von nor I said a word but 
waited for him to speak his piece. 

“There’s a good stiff stretch in the state 
pen coming for men that take womel 
across a state line and get caught—espe 
cially when the woman’s a minor and 
white. Why, I’ve seen men hanged for less 
than that, to tell the truth.” 

Von was now wobbly so I opened the 
car door and she sat down. All of the time 
McIntosh eyed us contemptuously. 

“We’re both minors,” I said, turning 
back to face him. 
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the darkness which had kept him from see- 
ing what had taken place. 

“T’ll take what you have here,” he said, 
“and you can pay me the rest every Satur- 
day night or whenever you get paid. She 
works where you do, doesn’t she?” he 
asked, again nodding towards Von. 

“Yes.” 

“Fifty dollars a week for four weeks 
ought not to be too much from the two 
of you.” 

“But that’s two hundred bucks!” I pro- 
tested. “We can’t pay that much.” 

“You'll pay, I’m not worried about that 
part of it.” 

He took the bills from my hand and 
started toward his car, then stopping short 
he tossed a coin toward me. It bounced 
off the car. 

“There’s four-bits,” he laughed, “don’t 
spend it all in one place.” 

He climbed into his old battered jalopy 
ind drove out of the parking lot. I felt 
the fresh new bills that were still safe in 
the secret compartment of my wallet and 
was glad that I'd put them there on im- 
pulse. 

Across the way the juke box from the 
diner sent hot notes into the night air and 
[ felt bitter that such filth as McIntosh 
could so disgrace the badge of the law and 
the men who wore it with devotion to duty 
and honor. But most of all I felt weak 
and helpless. Slowly I climbed in beside 
Yon and she wept on my shoulder. Our 
bubble of enchantment was broken but 
still we headed for our escape in the city. 

We decided against going into town and 
were fortunate enough to find lodgings at a 
tourist court located on a scenic lake. It 
was a holiday dream and a fisherman’s 
paradise. Being a lover of rod and reel 
the next afternoon found us out on the 
lake and it wasn’t long before we’d gotten 
our limit of fine fish. 

We returned to the main lodge and left 
the stringer of fish for the cook to prepare 
ind then went to our cottages. We had 
nice accommodations. Our individual cot- 
tages were joined by a connecting porch 
and this is where we spent most of our 
time, lounging in the sun, reading, and 
planning our battle with life. Sunday morn- 
ing we attended church services and in the 
afternoon had a picnic on an island in the 
| ike. 

As we drove towards home that night 
we had new strength with which to face 
life. The relaxation of the weekend had 
given us heart. We had enjoyed a holi- 
day of pure fun and sports with moments 
f serious planning. We hadn’t allowed 
even the most casual kiss to pass between 
us lest our decisions be swayed by our 
emotions. 

It was almost midnight when I got out 
of the little car and walked the remaining 
block to the hotel. I showered and was 
almost asleep when Aunt Dee rapped light- 
ly on the door. 

“Eddie, are you awake?” 

“Just a minute, Auntie,” I called as I 
put on my robe to open the door. 
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“Hi, Aunt Dee—I didn’t know you were 
awake,” I said as she entered. 

“I’ve been waiting up for you, Eddie, 
but I must have dozed off—I didn’t hear 
you come in. I was beginning to worry.” 

“Worry?” I asked, “why, I’m sorry. I 
guess I should have told you that I would 
be away for the weekend.” 

“That’s not why I’m concerned. MclIn- 
tosh was here last night,” she paused and 
I knew that he’d tried to put the squeeze 
on her. 

“He told me some things about you,” she 
continued, “things that I didn’t like to 
hear. He said that you’ve gotten yourself 
involved with some—some girl, a white 
girl—that you had gone away and he could 
make trouble for you.” 

“Tt isn’t like he probably makes it 
sound,” I interrupted. “He—” 

“T don’t believe it could be,” she went 
on. “He wanted me to give him money but 
I told him I’d wait and see you first. 
What’s it all about, Eddie? Who is she? 
How long has this been going on?” 

“Her name is Yvonne,” I answered, 
“Yvonne Garver.” 

“Greasy Mac said you called her Von 
or something like that—Garver—that name 
sounds familiar. Who are her folks?” 

“Her dad is Judge Garver.” 

“Oh my God, no, Eddie!” she exclaimed. 
“Why did you?” 

I'd never made a practice of lying, espe- 
cially to Aunt Dee and now was no time to 
start so I told her the whole story right 
from the first day. When I finished she was 
visibly upset by my account of the past 
year and a half. 

“You little fool. You can thank God that 
you haven’t been caught before this. Why, 
Eddie—why her of all people? There’s 
lots of nice colored girls in this town— 
why did you go and do this?” 

“T couldn’t help it,” I answered, “it just 
happened, Aunt Dee. We didn’t try to 
start it—I love her—that’s just the way 
it is.” 

“Love—son you are too young to know 
what it is, besides all that kind of woman 
wants from you is your money or—or other 
satisfaction.” Her voice was calming down 
to normal now as she continued. 

“Even if this girl does love you as you 
say—don’t you know how wrong it is, son 
—you can’t expect to have a thing like 
that overlooked down here.” She paused, 
the old light of kindness was back in her 
eyes but I knew her heart was troubled. 
She sat down and I kept silent. 

“You know I’ve always tried to under- 
stand your problems and help you as I 
would a son of my own. Now you are old 
enough to know that the odds are against 
you here and even in better places you 
will still have a lot of unhappiness out 
of this—this love life. If you and the girl 
are planning on getting married or what- 
ever your plans are I want you to promise 
me one thing. Promise me you won’t see 
each other until after your graduation. I'll 
help you do whatever is necessary then.” 


“T can’t promise that, Aunt Dee,” I said, 
“but Ill try, honestly I will.” 

“Now about McIntosh. I'll call him to- 
morrow and take care of that. He won't 
get another red cent. He won’t tell anyone 
anything son, so don’t worry. He can’t 
prove a thing and won’t take a chance on 
getting sent up for shaking down people 
or not reporting this when it first hap- 
pened.” 


HE SECOND WOMAN to enter my 

thus far miserable life was Joyce 
Brown. Joyce and her parents had taken 
an apartment on the second floor of the 
hotel and we met one afternoon as I was 
sweeping the hall. I'd been inviied in by 
Mrs. Brown and introduced to the family, 
Joyce was a junior in high school and we 
became friends at once. Movie date fol- 
lowed school dance and in almost no time 
we were into one of the most exciting 
whirlwind romances of our teen-age world. 
Joyce was a tiny girl with dancing eyes 
and a smooth nutty complexion whose 
natural loveliness was so directly opposite 
to Von’s that as the days passed into weeks 
I felt myself being drawn away from Von’s 
charms. The nightly phone call became 
weekly. 

The junior-senior prom had passed and 
graduation night was here. The phone 
rang as I was dressing to attend the com- 
mencement ceremony at the civic audi- 
torium. 

“Hello!” 

“Eddie, darling, why haven’t you 
called?” queried the voice over the phone. 
It was Yvonne. 

“Hi, Von,” I answered, “I’ve missed you 
something terrible but I’ve been so busy 
that I haven’t had time for anything—still 
love me?” 

“Yes, Eddie, I do love you. I’ve got 
to see you right away—tonight. When can 
I pick you up?” 

“Listen, honey, I can’t see you tonight. 
The commencement is at seven-thirty and 
after that is a dance. I already have a date 
for it and I can’t break it now. Can’t it 
wait until tomorrow?” 

“T have to see you right away, Eddie, to- 
night. Can you call me after you come 
home from your date?” 

“But honey,” I protested, “it will be late 
when I get in.” 

“Please, Eddie—I can’t tell you about it 
over the phone but I must see you.” Her 
voice now sounded excited and urgent. 

“All right, Von, I'll call you when I come 
home. Right now I’ve got to run.” 

“You do still love me, don’t you?” she 
asked. 

“Of course, I love you—more than you'll 
ever know. I'll give you a buzz later— 
I'll see you, Von.” 

“Bye,” she said and hung up. 

The commencement was a crowning suc: 
cess and I was glad when it was over. I 
took Joyce to the post graduation dance 
and as we waltzed around the floor she 
was as light as a feather and as delicate as 
new-fallen snow. Her lovely low-cut gown 





was draped to accentuate her shapeliness 
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about the head and face. Then his hands 
were on my throat and I gasped for breath. 
We rolled over in the dusty grass and as his 
strong hands tightened I felt that my lungs 
would burst. Out of the shadow I saw Von 
as she swung—and he toppled off me onto 
the grass. Von had parted his hair with a 
flashlight and he was out for the count. 

We jumped into the car and were out 
of the area in almost nothing flat. I drove 
back to town and told Von to go home 
and Id call her in the morning. I climbed 
from behind the wheel of the little auto 
and Von slid under it. We took a fleeting 
kiss and she roared into the night. The 
two blocks run to the hotel was accom- 
plished at a pace that would make good 
competition for some of the best track 
stars. As I entered the door a car passed, 

-| recognized McIntosh and knew that 
he must have seen me. 


THAT MORNING found me up early. I 

showered, dressed, and went down the 
hall to Aunt Dee’s apartment for break- 
fast. The delicious odor of sausage and 
eggs cooking on the grill made my mouth 
water. I’d all but forgotten the incident 
of the past evening. The swelling in my 
cheek had gone down following the appli- 
cation of an ice-pack. As I had entered 
the dining room the eight o’clock news was 
coming over the radio. I paid only scant 
attention as the announcer cited the daily 
report of world turmoil but as he began 
the news of local interest the first item 
shocked me. He reported: 

“On the local scene—last night a twen- 
ty-seven-year-old medical intern was seri- 
ously beaten in City Park. Jonathan C. 
Foster was hospitalized but later released 
following an attack by thus far unidentified 
assailants. His attackers are said to have 
been driving a late model red convertible. 
No further information as to their identity 
is available pending an investigation by 
local law enforcement forces.” 

The shock of the announcement left me 
numb with fear. 

“How much do the police know? Did 
\lac report having seen me enter the ho- 
tel shortly after this happened?” I asked 
myself. 

“Your phone’s ringing, sonny,” Aunt 
Dee said. 

“Huh?” 

“Your phone, son—it’s ringing. Aren’t 
you well?” 

“I’m OK,” I answered as I hurried out 
of the door. I rushed into my room and 
picked up the phone, it was Von. 

“Hello!” 

“Eddie, darling—I’m so afraid. Have 
you heard the news this morning?” 

“Yes,” I replied, “I heard the eight 
o’clock. They can’t know too much though. 
It was dark and there are lots of red 
convertibles in town.” 

“But they do, Eddie—at least Daddy 
I told him all about it, everything, 


” 


kK nows. 

right from the beginning. 
“You what?” I asked excitedly. 
“T had to, he made me tell him.” 
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“What did he say?” I asked. 

“He just looked at me like he didn’t be- 
lieve it then went into his study and called 
the doctor to see if I was telling him the 
truth.” 

“The doctor?” I asked. “What has the 
doctor got to do with this?” 

“Darling, that’s what I wanted to tell 
you last night. Eddie, I’m going to have a 
baby.” My knees grew wobbly and I sat 
weakly on the bed. 

“Baby?” 

“When it rains it pours,” I thought. 

“Yes Eddie, I saw Doctor Swanson yes- 
terday, there’s no doubt about it.” This 
was a time for quick action and sound 
thinking. We would have to leave town at 
once. 

“Von, how soon can you be ready to 
leave town? There’s bound to be trouble, 
our only chance is to get away from here 
fast. There’s no telling what your father 
may do.” 

“T can’t go, Eddie,” she said. This com- 
pletely floored me. 

“What do you mean, Von? You've got 
to. Don’t you know what it will be like if 
you stay here?” 

“Don’t ask me why, Eddie, but I can’t. 
I love you, darling, believe me I do, but 
I can’t go. Daddy can fix things up for us, 
I know he can. Neither of us will have to 
worry about anything happening.” 

“That sounds easy, but I can’t take any 
chances. If anyone should find out it 
could mean my neck. Look Von, I’m going 
to pack right away. If you change your 
mind call me. I love you too, but love isn’t 
anything when you’re dead.” 

“T won’t be going, Eddie,” she replied, 
“but I want you to remember me and 
write and let me know how you are. I'll 
always love you—always. I only wish that 
things could have turned out different. 
Goodbye.” I replaced the phone in its 
cradle as I reached under the bed with my 
free hand for my luggage. 

Aunt Dee came in while I was packing. 
I told her what had happened and she 
cried. Together we packed two bags and 
she fixed me a lunch while I went up to 
tell Joyce goodbye. Some writer once 
wrote of parting being such sweet sorrow— 
ours was all sorrow. Joyce’s tears flowed 
warm and wet on my chest and her sob- 
bing was nearly uncontrollable. Deep in- 
side I was hurt and I wished that I dared 
to tell her the truth of my departure. 

Aunt Dee assured me that she would ex- 
plain things to my parents, then shoved 
eighty dollars into my hand and watched 
me board the bus. 

I thought of how nice it would have been 
to accept the scholarship I had been of- 
fered. What trick of fate was this that 
could so completely ruin a man’s life be- 
fore it hardly began? I had tasted of the 
forbidden fruits and was paying the price. 

As the big bus cruised along the wide 
expressway I made plans. I was less than 
an hour away from home when I decided 
that I would enlist in the Air Force and 


strive to mend my life and make a new 
and different start. 


A S 1 GOT OFF THE TRAIN and looked 

about the station I thought that noth- 
ing here had changed and such was prob- 
ably the case with the whole town. Almost 
two years had passed since I had left home, 
and military life had given me a great deal 
of maturity. I’d found that chance to for- 
get my past ordeal while dodging com. 
munist bullets in a radio fire-control jeep. 
War had indeed been hell, but it had been 
the stimulus I had needed. 

I was wrong about things changing 
though. Joyce was away in college and all 
of my old gang were married or had moved 
away. The family was glad to have me 
home and when I got around to asking 
Aunt Dee about Von she told me that 
Judge Garver had seen that everything was 
hushed up. He had called to talk with me 
but was evidently relieved to know that | 
had left the state. 

I had been at home a week when she 
called. Von wanted to talk with me. At 
first I was hesitant, but finally conceded. 
It was one o’clock in the afternoon when 
she drove up and parked in front of the 
hotel. I walked out and she took my hand. 
She looked more dignified and mature. She 
was well dressed and was driving a new 
car. 

“How have you been, Eddie?” she asked. 

“Fine Von, and you?” 

“T’m well, thank you. I saw you yester- 
day afternoon and felt that I must talk 
with you. I know that I owe you an apology 
for changing your life like I did.” 

“T’d forgotten, Von,” I replied. 

“Perhaps,” she continued, “but I 
haven’t. I think of you often. I’m truly 
sorry for our mistake—it was fun but we 
should have known better. I hope that 
there are no hard feelings.” 

“Of course not,” I replied. She smiled 
with all her loveliness. It was easy to see 
that Yvonne would always be a beautiful 
woman. : 

“I’m married now and am very happy. 
You seem healthy and more handsome than 
ever. Our maid told me some time ago 
about your being decorated in Korea, and 
I was proud of you, and hoped that you 
had heard and understood my reasons for 
not leaving with you.” 

“T never asked and no one ever met- 
tioned you. I figured it was best that way.” 

“Good—” she said, “I think I got over 
it myself.” She squeezed my hand again as 
in the old days and continued. “Well, Ed- 
die, I’ve got to be going now, I still have 
to fix supper, it’s Lila’s day off.” 

I got out of the car and she started the 
motor. We shook hands again and I 
stepped back so that she could pull out 
into traffic but she turned back to me with 
tears in her eyes. 

“I want you to see my son before you 
go,” she said. Until now I hadn’t noticed 
the car crib in the rear seat. In it was 4 
sleeping child. 
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“His name is Edward, too—Edward Bar- 
ton Fairchild. I just call him Eddie.” 

He was a beautiful child, well built and 
healthy with skin as pink as rose petals 
and hair like spun gold. 

“He’s beautiful. How old is he?” 

“Sixteen months,” she answered. 

“Sixteen months? Then he isn’t—I mean 
I didn’t—” 

“No, Eddie, 
sorry.” 

She pulled away from the curb and I 
stood there laughing. I was free again, free 


I’m 





I married his father 


from the terrible pangs of conscience. It 
was like a wonderful new world. Three 
more days and Joyce would be home for 
the summer. I would find happiness after 
all. I turned and ran up the stairs to my 
room. I sang as I dialed long distance and 
when I heard Joyce’s voice on the line I 
was filled with joy. 
“T love you, Joyce,” 
Will you marry me?” 
My sudden proposal astounded her, but 
her answer made me the happiest man in 


this whole big crazy old world. THE END 


I said, “I love you. 





Women Bachelors Prefer 


(Continued from Page 37) 


Elaine McNeal and a bevy of other Har- 
lem cuties who inhabit the Red Rooster 
and other haunts of the baseball player. 
Willie, it appears, likes his women pretty, 
unpossessive and unsophisticated, and will 
summon up all of the great powers at 
the New York Giants front office’s com- 
mand to keep from being hooked by a 
designing female. 

That -pretty, naive and simple girl from 
Kokomo may be just Willie’s cup of tea. 

Unlike close-mouthed Willie Mays, ath- 
letic and eligible Mal Whitfield has laid 
requirements on the printed line for 
starry-eyed girls with matrimony in mind. 
A track great who has fame, good looks 
and financial success (he recently opened 
a 24-hour cleaning and tailoring service 
in Los Angeles), Mal was once married 
to pretty Mary Adams of Columbus, Ohio, 
divorced in 1952, and has been on the 
“good catch” list ever since. 

As yet undecided about re-marriage, 
Mal has definite ideas about what the next 
Mrs. Whitfield should be like. His per- 
sonal specifications: “I desire a young 
lady who is educated, has personality and 
character and is neat in appearance. Also, 
I'd like her to be very attractive. Her 
color would not matter, for I’ve found 
beauty in all shades. She must be flexible 
in her ways and thinking about life, and 
she must not be selfish. A woman like that 
would do it for me. But right now the 
problem is finding one like that. It is 
not easy and I may never come across my 
ideal. Yet I intend to go on looking. 
Who knows? I may be lucky.” 

Lucky or not, the Olympic middle-dis- 
tance star is undoubtedly having fun look- 
ing, for he admits that his jaunts around 
the world in search of new track records 
to conquer have put him in close contact 
with dozens of beautiful women who 
fascinate him no end, and vice versa. 

For one such young woman, Finnish 
beauty Suzy Glutz, the fascination was 
apparently fatal. Shortly after she pub- 
licly announced plans to marry the fast- 
traveling Mr. Whitfield—and he just as 
publicly said it wasn’t so—Miss Glutz took 
an overdose of sleeping pills and died. 

Undaunted by the tragedy at his door- 
step, Mal is still casting his eye about in 


hopes of finding his ideal, and the hottest 
sight is Phyllis 
Summoning the 


prospect currently in 

Frances Lau of Trinidad. 
vast word power resulting from his Uni- 
of Whatthehellisit and 
travels. he explained the lady’s 


versity education 


worldly 


charms. Said he: “She gasses me.” Mean- 
ing, perhaps, that she was an educated 


young lady with personality, character and 
neat appearance. Also very attractive. At 
any rate, those are his own prerequisites. 

Probably the ding-dong daddy of all 
bachelors is the handsomely-preserved 
darling of cafe Billy Daniels. 
Billy’s choice in females, according to all 
available evidence and eye-witness testi- 
mony, from the colossal to the 
spectacular. 

Keenest observer of the Daniels prefer- 
ence and popularity is perhaps ex-wife 
Martha Braun. Rich and_ personable, 
Martha nevertheless found herself no 
match for the conglomeration of blondes, 
red-heads, and brunettes—ladies who found 
her husband irresistible. In the white-hot 
heat of battle, Billy himself took quick 
stock of the situation and confided to his 
“The competition is 


society, 


ranges 


harassed 
keen.” 

Martha agreed that the competition was 
indeed so keen that she was retiring to 
the showers. She divorced Billy and left 
him to the ever-expanding field. 

Billy, who keeps his requirements sim- 
ple in order to accommodate the vast num- 
bers of hopeful candidates for his favors, 
asks only that they be beautiful and 
charming with a flair for glamour. 

Despite a stable of ex-wives and teen- 
age children, Billy is in constant demand 
by female patrons of the night club cir- 
cuit and has had his name publicly at- 
tached to actresses, singers, dancers, so- 
cialites and play-girls-at-large. 

Currently causing raised eyebrows in 
Los Angeles is Billy’s devotion to his 
Canadian-born children’s Pat 
Cameron, a blonde beauty whose duties, it 
is understood, surpass those of conven- 
tional baby-sitting and extend to the more 
enlivening aspects of serving as after-dark 
companion to Billy. 
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+*«K Yes, you can beautify 
your complexion the 
same way professional 
models do with Black and ¥ 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 
®@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 
lipstick that stays 
on and on, 


look for the name 
Black and White 











* make-up base. I took a tip from an 


*But I wasn’t afraid of a camera 
close-up...not with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream as my 


ad showing a professional model 
who uses it to hold make-up on 
longer, fresher and camera perfect. 
And it did the same for me!” 


Mrs. Pauline Davis 
Newark, New Jersey 
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and White Cleansing Cream. 
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You can learn practical nursing at 
home in spare time. Course endorsed by 
physicians. Thousands of graduates. 
56th yr. One graduate has charge of 10- 
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Birdland 


(Continued from Page 34) 


the bull pen or the bleachers. Recently an 
attempt to dignify the section was made 
and it is still officially called the “lounge 
section.” Irrespective of name, it con- 
tinues to attract an endless procession of 
jazz enthusiasts most of whom behave as 
sedately as concert hall audiences. 

Bull pen customers are not restricted 
to those low in funds. Non-drinkers like 
it because there is no pressure on them to 
order liquor they do not wish to drink or 
care to pay for. Those who prefer to im- 
merse themselves in a world of sound find 
the bull pen ideal since they are not both- 
ered by waiters and can merge into the 
anonymous listening audience. Patrons of 
the bleachers have included scores of for- 
eign visitors, musicians and literary no- 
tables in search of the exotic. A noted 
artist whose works hang in New York’s 
top museum, often goes to Birdland with 
his sketch book looking for picturesque 
subject matter. He has been observed in 
the bull pen making preliminary sketches 
of musicians at work. From these rough 
sketches come oil paintings which fetch 
high prices. 

Birdland’s global reputation has been 
five and a half years in the making. The 
club opened Dec. 18, 1949 in premises 
formerly occupied by a succession of night 
clubs each of which had failed after vary- 
ing periods of survival. Forerunners of the 
Birdland on the same site included the 
Ubangi, the Ebony and the Clique. The 
Ubangi and Ebony featured all-Negro floor 
shows but did not last. 

The decision to re-open the club with 
a modern jazz policy was made at a time 
when national interest in the burgeoning 
bop cult was at its peak. As bop devel- 
oped musically and its impact on jazz 
widened it also aroused bitter critical re- 
sentment that took the form of anti-bop 
jokes, articles and furious debates con- 
cerning its merits. Even more than now 
antagonism to bop and its exponents re- 
sulted in what amounted to almost an 
economic boycott of it. Club owners 
barred bop bands. Ballroom operators 
refused to book bop groups claiming they 
didn’t play dance music. Musicians who 
had embraced the message of the new jazz 
found themselves isolated and_ scorned. 
The boppers, even the most gifted of them, 
became a despised minority with few 
professional outlets for their talents. 

Just about the time Birdland came into 
being famed jazz critic John Hammond 
contemptuously buried bop as passe and 
insignificant music. In a newspaper article 
he dismissed bop as “a manufactured 
craze that died a-burning.” These words 
were written at a time when such bop 
giants as Charlie “Yardbird” Parker, 
Dizzy Gillespie, Fats Navarro and Bud 
Powell were in full flower. 
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The birth of Birdland as a business and 
jazz institution came about partly to fill a 
need for a major showcase for modern 
jazz talent playing in the bop groove, and 
to capitalize commercially on an_ in- 
creasing public demand that this music 
be heard. The club opened to a chorus 
of gloomy predictions of an early demise. 
The Broadway wiseacres said the club 
couldn’t last; some gave it six weeks. Vet- 
erans of the nightclub business were ex- 
tremely pessimistic, claiming the club 
could not withstand the rising tide of 
anti-bop sentiment. 

They were all proved wrong. Birdland 
found a large clientele waiting for the club 
to open, and steadily expanded its audi- 
ence. As its success became secure rival 
clubs sprang up in an attempt to corner 
sizable chunks of the modern jazz mar- 
ket. Birdland has outlived them all, with 
the exception of 51st Street’s Basin Street, 
which, opening in 1953, is a relative new- 
comer to the field. 

Birdland took its name from the late 
Charlie Parker, the great late genius of 
the alto saxophone whose death from 
pneumonia last March deprived the mod- 
ern jazz movement of the most dynamic 
and creative personality it has yet pro- 
duced. Parker was familiarly known to 
his fans and fellow musicians as “Bird,” 
a contraction of Yardbird, his formal nick- 
name. More than any other single per- 
former he symbolized modern jazz and its 
message. His fame was worldwide and 
his imprint on jazz profound. When Bird- 
land was founded the Parker cult had 
assumed astonishing dimensions and 
“Bird” was the most gifted and also the 
most colorful performer playing “progres- 
sive” style. 

Because of the great controversy Park- 
er’s music had engendered it was felt that 
use of his nickname might jeopardize the 
club’s chances of survival. Some of Park- 
er’s personal habits had made him a fig- 
ure to be feared, shunned as well as wor- 
shipped. Members of the cult he led were 
suspect. These factors alone, it was ar- 
gued, would prove serious handicaps to the 
progress of the Birdland. But the genius 
of Parker triumphed over his detractors 
and overshadowed his own tragic weak- 
ness, 

“Bird was the father of modern jazz 
and it was appropriate that this club 
should be named after him,” explains 
genial Oscar Goodstein, Birdland’s man- 
ager. 

Parker had no financial interest in the 
club which he inspired and named. He 
did appear as a Birdland attraction at ir- 
regular intervals. Towards the close of 
his career his behavior on the stand be- 
came so erratic and unpredictable that 
employing him was a grave risk for any 
club owner to take. Last August Good- 
stein booked Parker into the Birdland 
with a white string group backing him, 
but his antics on and off the stand re- 
sulted in his being fired from the job. 
In a fit of depression Parker went home 


to his Greenwich Village flat and at- 
tempted to end his own life. The attempt 
was not a success. 

When Parker died the Birdland man- 
agement promptly that a 
memorial jam session would be held in the 
club to raise money for the dead musi- 
cian’s family. This project was abandoned 
in favor of a monster memorial concert 
held at Carnegie Hall. The concert drew 
2,200 persons, who paid $12,500. 

Birdland has paraded an imposing array 
of stars of the modern jazz movement. 
Every well-known bop artist of stature has 
played the club at one time or another. 
Bop stars like Dizzy Gillespie play Bird- 
land engagements five or six times a year. 
From the night it opened its doors to the 
public the club has featured mainly music 
whose accents and moods challenge the 
past and defy conventional tastes. The 
art of Parker, Gillespie, and Bud Powell 
has come in for cruel abuse, indeed has 
brought onerous economic penalties down 
on the heads of its practitioners. Gillespie 
excepted, modern jazzmen have had a 
pretty hard time keeping going. 

Without outlets like Birdland, and the 
handful of jazz clubs around the country 
that will present them, progressive musi- 
cians would have no place to sell or show 
their wares. The great Bud Powell, wide- 
ly regarded in modern jazz circles as a 
genius of the piano, has played Birdland 
more than any other club in the country. 
One reason for this undoubtedly is the 
fact that Oscar Goodstein, the club’s man- 
ager, handled Powell’s business affairs for 
three years, and was responsible for secur- 
ing his discharge from a mental hospital. 

Goodstein, a fierce advocate of modern 
jazz, has shown an unusual knack of spot- 
ting gifted musicians before they become 
major names. He insisted on booking Clif- 
ford Brown, the trumpet star, into the 
club, long before the bulk of the modern 
jazz fraternity began hailing him as the 
successor to Dizzy Gillespie. Currently he 
is quietly lauding the genius of a 20-year- 
old Memphis pianist, Phineas Newborne, 
discovered by Count Basie. Goodstein 
heard some informal tape recordings of 
Newborne solos and promptly became de- 
lirious. “This kid is the greatest pianist 
to come along since Art Tatum,” he en- 
thusiastically insists. It is now Goodstein’s 
major ambition to present young New- 
borne as a Birdland attraction. “Newborne 
belongs in Birdland,” he says. “He’s a 
natural for this room.” 

The club’s talent policy does not rigidly 
follow the modern or progressive formula. 
Bookings are arranged by Morris Levy, 
the real mogul of Birdland; and Goodstein 
jointly. They schedule established modern 
jazz performers and groups months in ad- 
vance, and all the while are looking eager- 
ly for talented newcomers who will fit into 
the club’s attractions policy. Shrewdly in- 
termixed with modernists like Gillespie, 
Sarah Vaughan, Lester Young and the pro- 
foundly popular Count Basie band, are 
standard performers like Dinah Washing- 
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ton. Slim Gaillard and others whose of- 
ferings wander far from the modern 
croove but whose entertainment value is 
high. 

On only two occasions has Birdland 
deigned to permit Dixieland or neo-Dixie- 
land musicians to perform within its pre- 
cincts. The first time was the opening 
show, pretentiously billed as the All-Amer- 
ican Jazz Festival.” The idea, soon 
dropped, was to present a cavalcade of 
contemporary jazz from Dixieland to bop. 
Dixieland was represented by Max Ka- 
minsky and his Dixielanders, augmented 
by the flexible horn of the late Oran “Hot 
Lips” Page. Since the modern exponents 
included Lester Young, Charlie Parker 
and his quintet, Lenny Tristan’s sextette, 
and Stan Getz, Dixieland took a bad beat- 
ng. Dixieland music was given another 
brief chance to express itself in Birdland 
one night in 1953 when jazz critic and 
composer Leonard Feather set up a musi- 
cal debate for recording purposes. The 
session was called Hot versus Cool, and 
consisted of alternating performances by 
Dizzy Gillespie and a group headed by 
Chicago trumpeter Jimmy McPartland. As 
far as Birdland’s regulars were concerned 
it was a clear triumph for the cool school. 

In its 5% year history, Birdland’s own- 
ers estimate that over 1,400,000 persons 
have paid to hear its attractions and sam- 
ple its atmosphere. Each week an average 
of 5,000 customers descend the carpeted 
steps leading down from the doorway of 
1678 Broadway. pay the $1.50 admission 
and make their way either right to the 
cabaret section or left to the bull pen. 
Most celebrities visiting New York come 
to the Birdland at least once. Of the 
famous personages who like the club well 
enough to revisit it frequently are Gary 
Cooper, Marilyn Monroe, Jane Russell, 
Frank Sinatra, Joe Louis, Marlene Diet- 
rich, Benny Goodman, Lena Horne, Ava 
Gardner, Doris Duke, Sugar Ray Robin- 
son and literally hundreds more. 

Distinguished performers like Sammy 
Davis, Jr., drummer Buddy Rich and Art 
Tatum have dropped in to relax and found 
themselves so exhilarated by the proceed- 
ings that they have climbed the stand and 
joined the working musicians in spectacu- 
lar jam sessions. 

Nightly radio shows have helped to 
make the club famous. The Birdland 
Show, a record program, is now heard 
over WINS, a local New York station. 
For nearly a year the show went out over 
the ABC network. 

An intense and imaginate job of drum- 
beating for Birdland is done by its re- 
ourceful press agent, Mike Hall, one of 
Broadway’s best publicists whose clients 
include Lionel Hampton, Billy Eckstine, 
Sarah Vaughn and Nat Cole. Announce- 
ments of new attractions are mailed every 
two weeks to a gigantic mailing list of 
over 50,000. 

Operating the Birdland is no small as- 
signment for the men who own and man- 
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age it. It takes an estimated $10,000 
(covering entertainers’ salaries, wages of 
employes, rent, overhead, etc.) to keep 
the club open for an average week. Dur- 
ing a typical 12-month period the Bird- 
land pays out a cool $250,000 in musi- 
cians’ salaries and another $100,000 for 
headline acts. The Birdland pays bigger 
now than it did when it opened in 1949. 
One example: blind singer Al Hibbler, 
who once received $150 for a week’s 
work, recently was paid $3,000 for a 
week’s engagement. Hibbler’s salary shot 
up suddenly as a result of his hit record 
of Unchained Melody. 

Big bands like those of Count Basie, 
Duke Ellington and Stan Kenton have 
drawn big business into the Birdland. 
George Shearing has proved the largest 
and most profitable single attraction 
booked by the club, although Billy Eck- 
stine, who once earned $6,500 for a week 
at Birdland, caused lines to form clear up 
to 53rd Street. The two top drawing 
Birdland attractions are now Sarah 
Vaughn and the Count Basie band. 

Erroll Garner, a leading favorite among 
Birdland patrons, is paid $2,000 a week. 
Duke Ellington gets $4,500 for himself 
and band, while Dizzy Gillespie collects 
a weekly $1,750 salary check. Highest fee 
ever paid a big band went to the Stan 
Kenton orchestra—$6,500 for a week’s 
work, 

The legal owners of Birdland are two 
relatively obscure gentlemen named Louis 
Good and Charles Goodstein, Oscar’s cou- 
sin. The real power behind the club and its 
major investor is 27-year-old boy wonder 
Morris Levy. Levy is a very informal young 
man, who does business hurriedly but with 
extraordinary efficiency. He prefers to be 
known as the club’s impressario, since he 
does most of the booking. He knows the 
night club business as few older operators 
do; he started in the business at 16 as a 
night club photographer. His toughness 
and shrewdness have made him one of 
Broadway’s colorful characters. A man 
whose mind teems with ideas, Levy man- 
ages singer Alan Dean, mambo bandleader 
Tito Puente and other attractions. He 
heads Patricia Music Company which has 
published among other tunes Lullabye of 
Birdland, written by George Shearing and 
recorded 52 times. It has become the 
club’s local anthem. 

Levy has scored startling successes as 
a jazz concert promoter. A concert pack- 
age he put together himself and called 
“Birdland Stars of 1955,” included Sarah 
Vaughan, Count Basie’s band, Erroll Gar- 
ner, Lester Young, Stan Getz and George 
Shearing. In a 24-day tour the show 
grossed over $250,000. Impressario Levy 
will continue to regularly package simi- 
lar shows and book them on concert tours 
of major cities. 

The business success of Morris Levy as 
a night club impresario and concert pro- 
ducer is not confined to the cool or mod- 
ern music field. Last year he entered the 


rhythm and blues field with conspicuous 
success. He is associated with rhythm and 
blues disc jockey Allan Freed in the pre- 
sentation of “Rock’n Roll” concerts, 
consisting of blues singers, trios and 
quartets. A  “Rock’n’ Roll” — show 
booked into the Brooklyn Paramount 
Theater last March grossed $103,000 in 
seven days. 

For financial reasons Birdland’s Levy 
loves “Rock’n Roll,” but musically he 
admits no great affection for it. “I woudn’t 
book Rock’n Roll music into the Bird- 
land,” he says emphatically. “Birdland 
must have jazz or good music. Rock’n 
Roll is neither.” 

This is entirely consistent with the 
theme of a framed couplet described as 
“the Bopster’s Creed,” that hangs in the 
club: 

“T think that I shall never dig 
The Music of the moldy fig.” 





I Sinned 
Against My Husband 


(Continued from Page 28) 


and _ enthusiastically 
kissing one another. In a corner, we 
paused and gazed at each other. Mark 
said softly, “It seems to be an old New 
Year’s custom. And who are we to break 
tradition?” With that he bent and kissed 
me on the lips. 

I knew, to anyone watching, it would 
have seemed like just another of those 
casual holiday kisses. It wasn’t at all. 
That kiss was making my heart turn over. 
I could no more have helped responding 
to the thrilling sweetness of it, than I 
could have stopped breathing. For a sec- 
ond of pure bliss, I felt myelf being 
swept away on a giddy wave of surrender. 
Then, somehow, sanity returned. I found 
strength enough to pull away. We were 
still gazing a little shakily into each oth- 
er’s surprised eyes, as Jim came along in 
that next moment to give me his own 
hearty New Year’s embrace. 

I reached out and clung to his arm, as 
if it were an anchor. I stuttered out 
something about the lateness of the hour, 
and hadn’t we better think about leaving. 
I dared not even look at Mark, as Jim 
and I hurried through our goodbyes, then, 
and went for our coats. 

I only took a deep, relieved breath as 
we finally got outside and we started the 
short walk home. Then suddenly, I began 
feeling a glorious, belated awareness. | 
breathed in the crisp air. I felt the cloud- 
like snow drifting soft against my cheek. 
For no reason at all, I laughed with sheer 
happiness and waved cheerfully back at 
other merry-makers hurrying past. | knew 
I wasn’t that same girl who’d started out s0 
reluctantly to Edie’s party a few hours 
earlier. And I knew... it was all be 
cause I’d met Mark Andrews. 

Then I heard Jim’s chuckle. 
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you good to get out tonight, Laurie. You 
needed the diversion. I don’t know when 
he pre- I’ve seen you so peppy, so full of life.” 

yncerts. Jim’s words brought me down to earth “" RAINY DAY BLUES e a 
Ss and with a bang. Jim adored me so, never 0 Ae t 

tired of declaring I was the best wife in 
the world a man could have. But, would 
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N VAIN, I kept insisting to myself in 
h the those next days, that Mark Andrews 
bed as meant nothing to me, that I’d merely been 
attracted by his virile good looks, his 
compelling masculinity. After all, I re- 
minded myself sternly, I was a respectably 
married woman. I had no business having | 
such dangerous thoughts about another 
——s man. I shouldn’t have allowed myself 
to have been carried away, even momen- 
tarily, by a mere shallow attraction. And 
l the sooner I forgot about Mark Andrews, 
the better all around. 

I kept on telling myself all that. But 
it wasn’t any good. That day in February 
when I chanced to meet him, once more, 
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— proved it to me beyond a doubt. 
Mark I'd gone into town for a morning of 
" shopping. At noontime, I’d dropped into 
ee a nearby restaurant for a snack. As I 
boul hurried into the place, I didn’t even 
glimpse the face of the person I collided 
onal with because of the bulky parcel I was 
dent holding. I was just glancing up, apologiz- 
. ing for my clumsiness, when I saw, with 
ree a start, it was Mark. 
nde “Laurie,” he exclaimed. And for a 
"wi moment, he just grinned down at me ‘n 
sian delighted surprise. Then all at once he 
beine was taking my arm and guiding me mas- 
seins terfully toward a table. “You'll have 
rm lunch with me, of course,” he declared. 
aie I could only nod as he pulled out a 
~ chair for me. And, as he seated himself 
ail opposite me, I stared helplessly at him. | 3 : aes 
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again, since that night at Edie’s.” 

I half rose from my chair. “Please, 
Mark,” I gasped. “You shouldn’t, you 
mustn’t, talk like that.” 

“I know,” Mark grimaced. “I sound 
like a first class heel, a cheap wolf. You’ve 
got a right to feel sore, Laurie; to remind 
your husband to be sure and kick me in 
the teeth the next time we meet.” 

I sank back in my chair. “Of course, I 
wouldn’t speak to Jim about it,” I said 
faintly. “Because, I do know how you feel. 
Mark. I... 1 guess I felt it too, that 
night.” 

As I came out with that, honestly, 
Mark took a deep breath. But he didn’t 
look any happier. “Tell me, Laurie,” he 
demanded quietly, “what’s a fellow sup- 
posed to do, when he finds himself falling 
for real, for the first time in his life .. . 
for a girl who’s all tied up tight to some 
other guy?” 

I looked at my cold coffee. I said miser- 
ably, “The answer is pretty obvious, Mark. 
When he meets that girl, he doesn’t even 
pause. He’s supposed to start walking 
away, fast.” 

“And, if he doesn’t start 
away?” Mark’s voice was slow, 
“If he just can’t make himself, 
what, Laurie?” 

“Mark,” I protested in alarm. “You 
can’t mean what you just said. Why... 
why we scarcely know each other.” 

All at once, Mark’s big square hand 
reached out and covered mine. “Laurie, it 
can happen in a minute,” he said huskily. 
“Time doesn’t count . . . when two people 
fall in love.” 

I was scared then, really scared, as I 
jumped to my feet and grabbed my coat 
and parcel. I said frantically, “I’ve got to 
go now, Mark. I I can’t listen to 
you.” 

I turned then and fled to the street, 
thinking, it was ridiculous, utterly ridicu- 
lous. Mark and I . we couldn’t be 
in love. It didn’t happen that way. Not 
to sane, balanced, mature people, such as 
we were. 

It wasn’t till next morning, after a sleep- 
less, tossing night, that I finally gave in, 
began facing it. Oh, why was I trying 
to kid myself? How much longer could 
I go on denying the bitter-sweet intensity 
of my feelings? I'd never, in my whole 
life before, felt this way about any man 

. no, not even about Jim. I was in 
love with Mark, hopelessly, helplessly, and 
what was I going to do about it? 

Of course, the answer was plain, as 
plain as the one I’d given Mark the day 
before. I must never see him again. 
Burning shame filled me at the thought 
of Jim. It was only for Jim I should be 
feeling this trembling desire that was 
gripping me. Oh, if he were only at home 
now, I thought worriedly. With Jim close, 
I wouldn’t have so much time to think, to 
dream such traitorous thoughts of Mark 
Andrews. 

I could hardly wait for Friday, Jim’s 
return for the weekend. I kept so busy 


walking 
stubborn. 
then 


showering him with attentions, that even 
he protested laughingly, “Aren’t you 
rather over doing the Florence Nightingale 
stuff, Laurie? After all I’m still 
not so helpless, I can’t undo my own 
tie.” 

I joined Jim in a forced laugh. Then I 
turned and fled to the kitchen on the pre- 
text of starting lunch. Oh, if I only dared 
confide to Jim what was happening to 
me, I thought. But then I wondered dis- 
mally, just how did a wife go about in- 
forming her own husband that she was 
worried sick because she was falling head- 
over-heels in love with some other man? 

No. As generous and understanding as 
Jim was, I couldn’t expect him to take 
that. Nor was it so much Jim’s rage or 
his righteous indignation I feared to face, 
It was that shaky, tricky heart of his. It 
was that, I was most scared about. Once 
the trigger action of any emotional up- 
heaval set it off, it could so easi'y go 
haywire. No, I thought again. I couldn’ 
risk that. I couldn’t bear to hurt Jim, 
who loved and trusted me so devotedly. 

Always before, when Jim was out of 
town, I kept busy, content enough with the 
household chores, my outside activities. 
But I wasn’t content any longer. I felt 
restless. Distractedly, I'd start a chore 
and leave it unfinished. I’d turn on the 
radio, then snap it off. I’d pick up a 
magazine only to fling it aside. No mat- 
ter what I did, Mark was always in my 
thoughts. ... Mark, who was wanting 
me, needing me, as much as I was want- 
ing and needing him. 

I was feeling really edgy that one after- 
noon, I snatched up my coat and started 
out for a brisk walk. It was hours later, 
when returning, I passed Edie’s place. 
On an impulse, I decided to drop in. | 
hadn’t seen Edie in ages. We'd have a 
cup of tea and a little chat, I thought. 
Then maybe I'd return to the apartment 
feeling a bit less jittery. 

My heart turned over as I walked into 
Edie’s apartment, a moment later. I hon- 
estly hadn’t expected to see Mark there. 
Mark. who exclaimed, “Laurie.” and 
leaped from his chair, hardly able to keep 
a pleased glow out of his face. 

I backed away trembling, turning to 
escape, just as Edie and George ambled 
out of the kitchen together. Edie greeted 
me warmly, “Just in time, Laurie. We're 
all just thinking of taking in a movie.” 

I was stammering out a vague excuse, 
when I realized how foolish I must be 
sounding to Edie and George, who were 
certainly unaware of my reason. And, 
after all it was just a movie, I thought 
weakly. There couldn’t be any real harm 
in going along with them. I gave in with 
a feeble smile. 

Because, Edie, very naturally, got in be- 
side George, as we all piled into his cat 
a few moments later, I got in back with 
Mark. Neither could I very well avoid 
sitting alongside him, later, as we arrived 
at the movie and found only paired seats 
in the audience. As we groped in the 
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dark for our own seats, a couple rows 
behind Edie and George, Mark said, low- 
voiced, “I’m sorry, Laurie. I’m sure you’d 
have given anything for this not to have 
happened. 

I sat down and stared straight ahead 
at the screen. It wasn’t true. My heart 
was beating with a wild joy at his near- 
ness, at the feel of his broad shoulder 
against mine. And I felt glad sheer 
through as I felt his hand reaching out, 
after a bit, to cover mine. Oh, I knew 
we were wrong, dead wrong, but I couldn’t 
help it. I wanted that movie to go on 
forever, never to stop. 

But it did, finally. And, it was as we 
rose to leave, Mark said urgently, “Lau- 
rie, we must see each other once more, 
somewhere, anywhere.” 

I shook my head, not trusting myself to 
speak. Mark said again, “Laurie, try to 
understand. We’re going to go on meet- 
ing each other from time to time. It’s 
pretty inevitable. And we can’t just sprint 
past each other every time we do. We may 
as well settle this thing one way or an- 
other, thrash it out.” 

At the touch of Mark’s hand on my arm 
as we walked up the aisle, I felt all my 
remaining resistance draining out of me. 
I couldn’t help it, as I nodded and gave 
in then. No matter what the cost, I knew 
I had to see Mark once more. We had 
just time enough to hurriedly agree on a 
meeting place that following evening be- 
fore we got to Edie and George, waiting 
for us in the lobby. 

A dozen times, that next day, I picked 
up the phone to call Mark and cancel 
that date. But each time, I’d pick it up 
only to drop it nervelessly back in place. 
I was trembling with anticipation as I 
fairly flew from the house, that evening, 
and up the block to where I knew Mark 
would be waiting for me in his parked car. 
For a long, wordless moment, after I’d 
opened the car door and slid in beside 
him, I could only melt against him, re- 
turning his eager kiss. 

Then, Mark was letting me go, tipping 
up my chin. “Laurie, honey,” he said 
firmly, “We’ve got to face it. We can’t 
deny it any longer. We are in love.” 

“But, Mark,” I groaned, “It’s so wrong, 
so all wrong.” 

“Of course it’s wrong, Laurie,” Mark 
admitted morosely. “It’ll always be wrong, 
so long as you’re married to another man. 
I guess there’s only one way we can make 
it right.” Mark’s voice slowed. His eyes 
looked deep into mine. “You can get a 
divorce, Laurie . . . so you can be free 
to marry me.” 

“Marry you?” I echoed. Then, as the 
full meaning of Mark’s words sank in, I 
Was possessed by a surge of joy. Mark did 
love me, truly . . . truly enough to want 
that. For a bliss-filled moment, I tried to 
Imagine what it would be like to belong 
to him, utterly, completely, to be loved by 
him, the way I craved to be. 

Then icy reality poured over me once 


I shook my head. “I could never 
divorce Jim,” I whispered. “He relies 
on me, needs me. Besides > Tears 
clouded my eyes, “Jim’s good, through and 
through. I couldn’t desert him .. . not 
and ever feel right with myself after- 
wards. Oh, Mark. Mark. Can you un- 
derstand that?” I pleaded. 

“Understand?” Mark gripped my shoul- 
ders, as I finished. “Oh, sure, Laurie. 
I’ve heard all about Jim Ferris,” he ex- 
claimed harshly. “Edie and George say 
he’s aces, a swell guy. But, so what, 
Laurie? So what? All the time you're 
being so darned noble, so sacrificing, want- 
ing to protect him and that heart condi- 
tion of his, at all costs, have you stopped 
to ask yourself just what you're getting 
out of the deal what you’ve been 
getting out of it for the past few years?” 

As Mark spoke, I covered my face with 
my hands. Suddenly, all the old discon- 
tent, that had been smouldering in me so 
long, began flaring. I knew it was Mark’s 
arms, his kisses that had set it off. But, 
oh, it was true, I thought bitterly. I was 
being cheated out of my rights as a wife, 
as a woman. I had the right to be loved, 
gloriously, wholeheartedly. But I'd con- 
tented myself with the puny, unsatisfying 
substitute that was the best Jim could 
offer me. It wasn’t fair. It wasn’t fair at 
all, I thought rebelliously. 

But, oh, I mustn’t let myself think such 
thoughts, I told myself in that next mo- 
ment, as I reached out and groped at the 
door. I dared not. I said then, in a 
muffled voice, “Please. Don’t say any- 
more, Mark. Don’t try to stop me. I’ve 
got to get away from you, fast, before... 
before I...” 

Mark did seem to understand then. He 
didn’t try to hold me back. But his own 
eyes were dark with misery as I stumbled 
out of the car, that next minute, and hur- 
ried away with tear-blinded eyes. 

Yes. I'd made that wrenching decision 
never to see Mark again. But as Monday 
arrived, and I found myself alone once 


again. 


more, facing the long, dragging week 
ahead, I felt all my acute loneliness, my 


longing for Mark, sweep me afresh. How 
had I ever imagined I could forget him? 
I wondered. Right then and there, I ad- 
mitted it. I couldn’t. The temptation I’d 
fought so long and hard had overwhelmed 
me, at last. I didn’t want to fight it any 
longer. I made up my mind to that. 

My heart was beating joyously, my 
fingers trembling, as I went toward the 
Mark’s number. I told 
him unsteadily, as he answered, “I... I 
want to see you, Mark .. . tonight.” 

Mark’s own voice come deep, eager. 
“Laurie, darling, I’ve been hoping for 
that, more than anything in the world.” 

“Then wait for me, dearest,” I cried, as 
I hung up the phone. 


phone to dial 


WAS FEELING wildly free, exhilarated, 
as I jumped out of a taxi, a half hour 
later, and rang the bell to Mark’s apart- 
ment, on the far side of the city. Then, I 
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| seemed so wonderful, 
ful?” he muttered. 






was racing up the stairs and Mark was 
flinging the door wide for me. As he took 
me in his arms, he kissed me long and 
sweetly. 

When finally, he let me go, I said 
chokingly, “I thought I could forget you. 
I tried.” 

Mark answered huskily, “It hasn’t been 
exactly easy for me, either. But, Laurie, 
even so, maybe you shouldn’t have risked 
coming here tonight. You’d better leave 
|now. Before I forget. Before I...” 

I looked up into Mark’s tormented face. 
I felt my pulses pounding. I felt all the 
pent-up starvation of my body, my heart 
crying out for fulfillment. I slid my arms 
about his neck. “I don’t want to go, Mark,” 
I breathed. “] . don’t want to leave 
_ you.” 
| Mark gripped my shoulders. “Laurie,” 
| he exclaimed. “Do you realize what you're 
| saying?” 

I nodded. I clung to him all the harder. 
“What other way is there for us?” I cried 
desperately. “When we love, need each 
other so terribly.” 

For a long moment, Mark looked deep- 
| ly. questioningly, in my eyes, seeing the 
| surrender there. Then there no 
| 
| 


longer seemed any need for words be- 
| tween us. I was yielding myself body and 


' soul to Mark, and he was accepting that 


| surrender with a kiss of fiery urgency. Oh, 
' the blissful thrill as he scooped me up in 
his arms then. 

Later, much later, I looked up into his 
face and pleaded, “Am I bad, Mark, for 
coming to you, like this ... for wanting 
you so?” 
| “Bad, Laurie?” He turned away for a 
second, with a fleeting expression of misery 
on his face. “How could it be, when it 

beauti- 
his face cleared 
as he: turned to kiss me tenderly. “Oh, 
my darling, maybe the only thing that 
matters right now is the feeling that I 
have . . . that you’re mine now, really 


Then, 


| mine.” 


I closed my eyes and melted against 
him. I forced back the pang of guilt 
that was threatening to push through. de- 
spite Mark’s assuring words. No. No, I 
thought. How could our love be wrong. 


| when I was feeling so utterly content, so 


at peace with myself at last? I wasn’t 
going to let myself feel sorry. 

I must have known, there could never 
be any retracing my footsteps after that 
night, even if I’d desired. Mark’s love 
had become a hunger, a need in my blood. 
It seemed all that mattered to me as I 
began living only for those secret mo- 
ments of joy we shared. 

If only it hadn’t been quite so easy for 
me to embark on that cruelest of all de- 
ceptions against my good and loyal Jim. 
Never, in all my life before, had I ever 
deceived Jim. I'd shied away from even 
the mildest of flirtations, that plenty of 
my married friends thought nothing of. I 
hadn’t even wanted to look at another 
man... till Mark Andrews had come 


along. I suppose that was why it became 
so pitifully easy for me to deceive Jim 
now, to gradually enmesh us all deeper 
and deeper into that tangled web of 
tragedy I’d begun weaving for us all. 

Yes. by then, I’'d become that most de. 
spicable kind of woman . . . a cheating 
wife. In every way, with all my heart, 
I lived the part of Mark’s adored week 
day wife. But as each weekend came 
around, I transformed myself back into a 
dull, dutiful weekend wife to Jim. 

I'd fret out those weekends, till Mon. 
day come and I was free to rush back to 
Mark’s arms once more. Each evening, 
I'd hurry to his apartment and curl up 
on the sofa before the fireplace. Id in. 
patiently await his return from the plant. 
At the sound of his step at the door. I'd 
fly to greet him. And each time. we'd 
kiss lingeringly, ecstatically, as if for the 
first time. 

Mark and I tried to be discreet. Warily, 
we avoided all those places in which we 
might be spied by our friends. Whenever 
we decided on an evening of dining or 
dancing, we’d pick some dimly-lit, out-of. 
the-way spot. If we were in the mood for 
a long drive somewhere, we'd leave the 
highways and take to some country road. 
But, most of the time, we were content to 
spend our stolen hours together in the 
apartment. Mark would build a fire. We'd 
sit close before it, till we felt the warmth 
of it surging through us. Then, when we 
could no longer resist the sweet urgency 
of our love, we’d melt into each other's 
arms. 

It all seemed so perfect. It was only as 
those inexorable weekends approached 
that Mark’s face would get that almost 
brooding look on it. His lips would twist 
wryly, as I'd cling to him for that one last 
kiss before it came time for me to leave 
and await Jim’s arrival home. Once. Mark 
pushed me from him almost savagely. 
“Laurie. Laurie. If only we really be 
longed to each other, really were married, 
as we should be,” he groaned. “Can’t you 
This way, the way it is now, we 
can never plan, count on anything. We 
haven’t any sort of a future to look for 
ward to.” 

“Please, darling,” I’d beg at those 
times. “Why think of the future? Why 
not just live in the present, be content 
with what we have?” I'd keep talking that 
way to Mark, trying to wipe that almost 
accusing look from his face. But I knew, 
deep down inside him, Mark would never 
be truly reconciled with our situation. | 
knew he hated it that I’d betrayed that 
innately decent, honest nature of his. 

And, when at odd moments, I couldn't 
entirely smother my own shame and motti- 
fication that came to nag me when | was 
with Jim, I’d justify myself angrily. Noth- 
ing had changed for Jim. It was Mark 
and I who were making all the sacrifices. 

Deliberately, I ignored our future. 
lived only for the present, savoring each 
precious fleeting moment of it. I didnt 


see? 
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stop to realize that, like all forbidden 
fruit, it would one day taste as bitter as 
gall to me. I didn’t guess that already, 
my grim fate was reaching out to strike 
and crush my selfish heart. 

Maybe that part all began the day Jim 
returned home from one of his routine 
checkups at Doctor Bowen’s and gave me 
the glum news that he’d been practically 
ordered to give up his position. Doctor 
Bowen had declared that though Jim was 
in no immediate danger, he simply had 
to start living an even quieter life or he 
wouldn’t be responsible for the conse- 
quences. 

Despite myself, as Jim informed me of 
that, my face must have fallen. For he put 
his arms around me. “Don’t worry, Laurie,” 
he comforted. In a way, I’ve sort of been 
anticipating it. I’ve already ahead 
and applied for a job in our local branch 
office, right here in town.” He grinned en- 
couragingly. “It'll be an inside job, a lot 
easier for me. It means, I'll be staying 
put from now on, with no more travel- 


” 


gone 


ing. 

I got hold of myself then, and hugged 
Jim back, trying to look pleased, the way 
I should. But all the time, my thoughts 
were worriedly flying to Mark. With Jim 
always at home, from now on, how on 
earth were we going to manage 
each other any longer? I wondered. The 
very contemplation of it made me groan 
inwardly. 

But even the panic I’d felt at Jim’s 
news paled into insignificance alongside 
that other terrifying discovery that I was 
to make a few days later. I was pregnant. 

I'd tried to tell myself, when I’d first 


seeing 


suspected it, that it was only my imagi- 
nation. But, as time went on, it became 
an undeniable conviction. I was going 


to have Mark’s child . . . or was it Jim’s? 

But, no, never Jim’s, I told myself in 
that next harried moment. For all our 
married life both Jim and I had fervently 
desired a child, but we’d never been 
blessed with one. It wasn’t even remote- 
ly possible that it would happen to us now. 
I knew for sure, then, it was Mark, not 
Jim who was going to be the father of my 
child. 

But a chill tore through me at that 
realization. Oh, why hadn’t I foreseen 
the likelihood of it happening? I had 
a sudden panicky impulse to rush to Mark 
and sob out the truth to him. But, even 
as the thought came, I knew I dared not. 
I could guess, only too well, what Mark’s 
reaction would be. He’d immediately in- 
sist on my divorcing Jim, without further 
delay. He’d declare we mustn’t any longer 
consider him, but the child that was on its 
way. Mark might even take matters into 
his own hands, go to Jim and bluntly re- 
veal everything, insisting on my release. 

I shuddered, contemplating the effect 
of such a bold action by Mark. Jim 
would be shocked, overwhelmed. Right 
then and there, that heart of his might 
crack up. No. As I’d sworn from the 
beginning, I must go on sparing Jim. 


Somehow, during those next tormented 
hours, I realized there could be only one 
way left to resolve my ghastly situation. I 
must break with Mark for good and all. 
I must never see him again. And as for 
Jim, he had to be made to believe that it 
was his child I was going to bear. Some- 
how, I must convince him of that. 

The thought of losing Mark was an un- 
bearable agony. I dreaded the moment 
I must break it to him. I dreaded facing 


the cold, empty void my life would be 
without him. That evening I finally 


plucked up the courage to tell him, seemed 
the most miserable in my life. I was try- 
ing to be so calm as I broke it to him, 
but I couldn’t help that strangled sob as 
I finished. 
FOR A MOMENT, Mark could only 
stare at me _ speechlessly. Then his 
face hardened. “Well, what other sort of 
an ending could we expect, Laurie?” he 
flung out. “We thought we could sneak 
a love we had no right to in the first place. 
We thought we could hang onto it. Oh, 
can’t you see, Laurie?” Mark’s voice was 
bitter, accusing, as he ended. “If we’d 
chanced being honest, if we’d chanced that 
clean break right in the beginning . . . 
Jim might, somehow, have been able to 
take it. We'd have each other now. We 
wouldn’t be saying goodbye, now.” 

“You mustn’t torment me, this way, 
Mark,” I begged. “It’s too late to talk 
about it now... about what might have 
been.” 

Mark turned away, shrugging hopeless- 
ly. “You’re right,” he answered toneless- 
ly. “I guess the whole thing was pretty 
inevitable. It’s got to be goodbye for us 
then, Laurie.” 

I was weeping openly by then, as I 
flung myself in Mark’s arms for the last 
time. For one terrible moment of weak- 
ness, as I strained to him, I wanted to 
blurt it all out to him .. . the whole 
truth about the baby. How I yearned to 
recapture the happiness we’d known. But, 
once more, the sobering thought of Jim 
filled my mind and the words dried in my 
throat. With all the remaining strength 
I possessed, I tore out of Mark’s arms 
in that next moment and fled from the 
apartment. 

Somehow, I got through those next days 
following my break with Mark. The dark, 
despairing cloud of misery that had de- 
scended over me began lifting a little. 
Through it all, I was even able to smile 
at Jim, to act like a normal human being, 
like I wasn’t dying a thousand deaths 
inside. 

At least, I should feel grateful for one 
thing, I told myself. Jim’s condition was 
improving again, bit by bit, these last 
weeks. That was because his easier job 
and quiet evenings at home were helping 
to stabilize that tired heart of his. Doc- 
tor Bowen was pleased. He declared 
there wasn’t any reason why Jim couldn’t 
if he con- 


live out a normal life 


tinued to take proper care of himself. 


span, 
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Up to then, I'd kept the news of the 
baby from Jim. But I knew I could no 
longer delay the telling, even though I 
wouldn’t have the courage to look into 
his honest face as I did. But Jim was 
overjoyed the morning I hesitantly and 
finally told him of it. “Laurie, darling,” 
he exclaimed with a shining face, “After 
all this time of waiting, of hoping .. . 
a kid of our very own. It’s... it’s al- 
most too good to be true.” 

Even to myself, my laugh sounded shaky 
as | hastily explained, “Sometimes it hap- 
pens like that, Jim. I mean about couples 
waiting for years before it happens.” Then 
I buried my face in his shoulder so that 
he might not see the sudden shame in my 
face, guess my sordid lie. 

Later, thinking it over, I felt an enor- 
mous relief that my affair with Mark An- 
drews hadn’t leaked out. Jim still sus- 
pected nothing. Nor did anyone else. Not 
even Edie gave me a searching look as she 
casually announced, one day, that Mark 
had recently been transferred back to his 
home office in Chicago. Her words sent 
a sharp pang of regret through me. But 
I managed to keep my face smooth as I 
hastily changed the subject. 

I tried to forget about Mark in those 
next months, while Jim and I waited for 
the baby to come. I told myself achingly 
that the curtain had rung down for good 
and all on that part of my life. I tried 
to concentrate my thoughts on the baby. 
Eagerly, I plunged myself in preparations 
for it. I spent endless hours redoing the 
spare room, painting, papering, selecting 
nursery furniture for it. Then there were 
showers to attend, gifts to be acknowl- 
edged. And always, always, I still had Jim 
to be concerned about, to care for. 

Gradually, bit by bit, the weeks slid by 
and I found myself able to think of Mark 
without that torn feeling, without the lacer- 
ating agony. 

Finally, that day came when Jim drove 
me hurriedly to the hospital. And a few 
hours later, my son was born, sturdy, 
strong, with fair coloring and eyes that 
would be blue. There wasn’t anything of 
Mark in him, but a tiny cleft in his chin, 
that not even Jim remarked on. We de- 
cided to name him Paul in honor of Jim’s 
beloved dead dad. 

It was after Paul was born that I felt, 
for the first time, a little real peace steal 
in my heart. In the months that followed, 
[ tried not to think of Paul as Mark’s son. 
I wanted to think of him as my son and 
Jim’s. 

Now our lives, Jim’s and mine, began 
revolving about Paul, who’d become the 
focus and meaning of our existence. Some- 
times, I’d come on Paul and Jim together. 
I'd see that look of doting pride on Jim’s 
face, and in turn, the puppy-like adoration 
that Paul bestowed on him. There’d be a 
catch in my throat. I’d turn away thinking, 
Oh, if Paul were truly Jim’s, how complete, 
how right, everything would seem. For if 
anyone deserved to have the handsome, 


yA 


husky son that Paul was, it was Jim, I felt. 

Once, when Paul was nearly two, I 
paused and wondered in amazement. Had 
I really been that tempestuous, love-starved 
girl who’d lived only for those heedless, 
thrill-packed hours in the arms of her 
handsome lover? For, that chapter of my 
life I'd shared with Mark Andrews seemed 
like some wild dream I’d had. Now, when- 
ever he came to my thoughts, I felt only a 
deep pity for him, a dreary remorse for the 
unhappiness I’d caused him. Now, my own 
life seemed so serene. Like some wild, 
churning stream that had at last ended it’s 
journey in a quiet, peaceful pool. 

By then, I’d thoroughly deluded myself 
into believing that my ill-gotten peace 
would go on forever, that somehow Id 
escape payment for the evil I’d committed. 
How wrong I was. How terribly, tragically 
wrong. It was when Paul was nearing 
five, that my grim, waiting retribution was 
to overwhelm me at last, that my whole 
false world of security was to shatter to 
bits before my eyes. 

That happened in April, a couple days 
before Paul’s birthday. Jim and I had 
planned a specially super party to cele- 
brate the event, complete with games and 
cake and ice cream to share with his little 
playmates on the block. We'd already 
picked out the little red, two-wheeler bike 
we'd decided he was old enough to man- 
age. That and the bright blue fire engine 
he gazed longingly at whenever we passed 
Mason’s toyshop window. 

The slight case of sniffles he developed 
that morning seemed so mild, I wasn’t even 
disturbed. I just bundled him up extra 
good before I allowed him to go out and 
play. Paul had always been such a won- 
derfully healthy child, always with that 
mischievous, little-boy sparkle in his eyes. 
I just couldn’t imagine him ever getting 
really ill. 

I only began to feel a bit more con- 
cerned, when at lunch time his usually 
ravenous appetite failed him. And that 
evening, when he refused even a bite and 
went listlessly off to bed without his usual 
pleadings to be allowed to stay up just a 
little longer. 

After I’d tucked him in bed and kissed 
him goodnight, I told Jim, not wanting to 
disturb him, “It only seems to be a slight 
fever.” The only thing that really upset 
me then, was the possibility that I might 
have to call off the birthday party. “I'd 
hate doing it,” I added hesitantly. “But, it 
wouldn’t be very fair, letting him pass 
around a lot of cold germs to the other 
children.” 

Jim pooh-poohed the thought. “You 
know how kids are, Laurie. Chances are, 
he’ll be right as rain by morning. It'd be 
a shame to have him miss out on all that 
fun he’s been looking forward to.” 

I agreed with Jim about that. It was 
during the night, a few hours after Jim and 
I had gone off to bed, too, that I woke with 
that queer, uneasy feeling that was like 
a warning sixth sense. Quietly, so as not 
to wake Jim, I slipped out of bed and 


padded down the hall to Paul’s room. As 
I reached his bedside and switched on the 
night light, I was filled with consternation. 
I saw then, how flushed his young face 
was, how he was tossing and turning in 
his sleep. My hand on his forehead seemed 
to burn at the touch. 

“Paul. Paul, baby,” I whispered anx. 
iously, as I bent over him. 

Paul heard me. His voice was a whimper 
as he opened his glazed blue eyes. “Sick, 
mommy. I feel sick all over,” he com. 
plained. 

I told myself I wasn’t going to lose my 
head. I wasn’t going to get all panicky, 
Paul had been so well, so full of life. such 
a few short hours before. He couldn’t be 
as miserably ill as he appeared. But | 
couldn’t help it. Cold fright was gripping 
me as I turned and raced out to the hall, in 
that next instant, to put a call through 
to Doctor Bowen. 

After I’'d quickly explained the trouble 
to him and hung up, I turned and saw Jim 
at my elbow. “Laurie,” he exclaimed, 
“Paul . .. he can’t be that sick.” 

I patted Jim’s arm, trying to look calm. 
“Tt’s just that we ought to be on the safe 
side.” 

Jim tried to sound just as off-handed, 
“Sure, Laurie, if itl] make you feel any 
better.” 

While we waited for Doctor Bowen to 
appear, Jim and I paced the floor, each 
of us pretending valiantly to the other that 
Paul’s illness was only trivial. But in our 
hearts we must have both known, even 
then, that our boy was sick, really sick. 

Doctor Bowen gravely confirmed our 
worst fears as he straightened up from his 
examination of Paul a little while later. 
He announced that we must take him to 
the hospital immediately. 

We were still keeping up that big front 
with each other as we hurriedly bundled 
Paul up and drove him to the hospital that 
same night. We kept telling each other 
bravely that, of course, Paul would be 
back home in just a day or so, good as new. 
It was just too bad that we had to postpone 
his birthday party. We kept talking like 
that, but our worry kept mounting all the 
time. 

Those hours that Jim and I paced that 
hospital corridor, seemed to stretch out to 
a harrowing infinity, while we waited for 
Doctor Bowen and that specialist he’d hur- 
riedly summoned for a consultation to 
come and tell us what was wrong with 
Paul. 

Finally, when they came, they told us 
the horrible truth about our boy. Paul 
had contracted polio. He’d been hit hard, 
very hard. The outlook wasn’t very hope 
ful. In fact, they warned us to be prepared 
for the worst. 

I was clinging to Jim’s arm, as they told 
us all that, still not believing . . . net let 
ting myself. I heard the sound of my owl 
voice crying out in anguished protest, that 





they couldn’t, they mustn’t, let anything 
happen to Paul. But neither Doctor Bowen, 
nor the specialist, could promise me any 
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thing. They just shook their heads pity- 
ingly and silently left. 

No. Right from the beginning, Paul 
hadn’t had a chance. Not even the iron 
lung nor that famous specialist had been 
able to save his young life. He died, ten 
days later. 

The utter exhaustion of grief settled over 
my mind like a merciful drug, in those 
next days. I kept telling myself that I was 
only in the grip of some paralyzing night- 
mare that I’d soon rouse from. In a little 
bit I'd awaken and rush to seek Paul. I'd 
fold him close in my arms and never let 
him go. 

Not till at the very end, when it came 
time to slip his small, white coffin down 
into the dark earth, and Reverend Archer 
began saying those solemn last words of 
prayer, did the final, stark reality of sep- 
aration begin overwhelming me. 

Later, Jim and I returned to our lonely, 
echoing apartment. We sat miserably, 
speechlessly, facing each other, feeling 
only the deep, aching void of our loss 


INALLY, when I could seem to bear 

it no longer, I stumbled to my feet. It 
was as if I were being drawn to Paul’s 
room. Not since that awful night we’d 
rushed him to the hospital had I gone 
near it. Even now, as I slowly opened the 
door and stepped inside, I felt a shrinking 
reluctance. But, it was as if some power 
greater than myself were impelling me. 

I gazed numbly about the little room. It 
seemed as if Paul must return at any mo- 
ment. His favorite array of tin soldiers 
still marched across the shelf, just as he’d 
last placed them. His loved, tattered, one- 
armed bear was still flung across the foot 
of the rumpled bed. Even his favorite story- 
book lay opened at the page from which 
Jim had last read to him. I thought with 
a sudden tearing ache at my throat, every- 
thing was here. Only Paul was missing 
... Mark’s son and mine! 

Suddenly. Suddenly, my _pain-racked 
mind was recalling Mark out of the dim 
past, Mark, who’d remained as unaware 
of Paul’s pitiful death as he’d been of his 
birth. The bitter irony of it all was wrench- 
ing me, as I felt Jim’s gentle touch on my 
arm, in that next moment, heard his voice 
pleading, “Laurie, honey. You shouldn’t 
have come in here . . . not yet.” 

Slowly then, I turned and gazed into 
Jim’s face, swept by a fresh agony of spirit, 
a terrible realization. Oh, I was convinced 
of it now . . . why my son had been so 
cruelly snatched from me. It was my pun- 
ishment for having sinned against Jim, for 
having transgressed against that most sa- 
cred of all moral vows . . . our marriage! 
How dared I believe I could evade the retri- 
bution that was being meted out to me 
now? 

I'd cheated Jim. Yes. I’d even cheated 
fark. I saw that now, too. I’d cheated 
him of the honest, decent love he’d once 
Pleaded for... of the right to have 
known his own son. Then, I was knowing 
something else, as well, in that same sear- 
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ing moment I felt my soul being stripped 
bare of its hideous lies, its evasions. 

Losing Paul . that was only a por- 
tion of the punishment I must endure. For 
now, I must prepare to lose Jim, as well. 
For how could I conceal from him any 
longer, the dreadful truth? In this, my 
hour of reckoning, I couldn’t even spare 
Jim. I must wound and crush him, even 
more than he already was. 

“Laurie. Laurie.” Jim, unaware of my 
dismal thoughts, was shaking me worried- 

“Please,” he begged, “you mustn’t crack 
You’ve got to go on being brave.” 

I looked at Jim dully. “You don’t under- 
tand,” I whispered. “There’s something 
you’ve got to be told. It . . . it can’t wait 
any longer.” 

Jim answered brokenly, “Laurie. 
can anything matter... after Paul... 

“Tt matters very much,” I choked. “Be- 
cause it’s about Paul. Paul and me 
and .. .” Somehow then, I began getting 
it all out, the whole, heartbreaking story 
of those months I’d known Mark. I could 
scarce ly bear to look at Jim, when I came 
to that part about Paul. Jim’s face had 
become a mask of incredulous horror. 

My voice came faint as I ended, “God 
help me. I tricked you, Jim. I tricked 
you into believing Paul was your son, when 
all the time he was Mark’s.” 

As I covered my face with my hands, 
then, I heard Jim pleading pitifully, 
Laurie. You can’t mean what you’re say- 
ing. You can’t mean that . . . about Paul 

being my son.” 

“I'd give anything if he had been,” I 
said sorrowfully as I forced myself to gaze 
at him once more. In that ghastly moment, 
[ saw the hurt, the disillusionment on Jim’s 
face. I saw the way his shoulders slumped 
as he turned and wordlessly left the room. 

I wanted to run after him, to beg for 
mercy and forgiveness. I couldn’t move. I 
only stood frozen, hearing his fading foot- 
teps, the ominous sound of the apartment 
door closing after him. I knew now, my 

inishment was utter, complete. I knew 
that was Jim’s way of telling me that he 
hated and despised me for the mortal blow 
I'd inflicted on him. 

I felt tears in my heart, locked-in tears 

iat could find no release as I, at last, 
found strength to move. Tremblingly, I left 
Paul’s room. I pulled a suitcase from a 
closet and began throwing a few things in- 

e. My weariness seemed bone-deep as I 
finally snapped it shut, picked it up, and 
left the echoing silence of the apartment 
alter me. 

Out on the street, I stumbled along till a 
cruising taxi came along. I got into it. 
(nd when we reached the big, bustling 
railroad station, I found an empty bench 
ind sank down on it. I wondered numbly 
where I could go. But that didn’t seem to 

iatter very much. So long as it was some 
place, any place, away from Jim, who no 

nger wanted me. 

For a long time, I sat there, trying to 
ummon my courage to move. Then, out 
of the blurring cloud of pain that was 


(4 


up now. 


What 
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_—— down on me, I heard a voice 
. Jim’s voice. 

1 thought shudderingly, he’d followed 
me. He couldn’t just let me go quietly 
. . . not till he’d heaped on me his scorn, 
his loathing, for the ruin I'd made of his 
life. But I couldn’t blame him for that. 
Jim had every right to denounce me. 

I gazed up at him, as I shrank back 
against the hard bench. “Please, Jim.” I 
begged. "Just let me go, like this, without 
any words.” 

Again Jim’s voice cut through my pain- 
fogged mind. It was low. “But, that’s just 
it, Laurie . . . that’s why I came searching 
for you. I... I can’t let you go. When 

. when you told me all that, back there 
at the apartment, I thought I could. I 
thought I could, till I returned home and 
. .. and found you gone. I knew then, I 
had to come and find you.” 

Incredulously, I shook my head. “You 
can’t mean that,” I whispered. “There . 
there can’t be anything left for us to 
share.” 

There was pain in Jim’s lined face. But 
his hand was firm as it reached out to 
grip my shoulder, his voice quiet, gentle. 
“Laurie, you’re wrong. We... we still 
have much to share.” 
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what Dad had called an “ordeal.” I must 
face the sensation-hungry press in my liv- 
ing room downstairs and tell them off- 
cially what everyone in the country already 
knows—that Bernie and I have agreed to 
disagree. 

How I hate the thought of baring my 
heart for public inspection at a time like 
this. But that’s the price of fame. Fame 
brings you wonderful rewards, but it also 
exacts terrible tolls. Today my name is 
one of the most lustrous in show business. 
I’m a star. Maybe, if I weren’t a star, I 
wouldn’t be so unhappy at this moment 
that it matters very little wheher I live or 
die. 

Ghosts of the past. . . 

I remember the day, 
when I was a small child—the day I came 
home from school to find Dad home from 
work early and our small house on Spruce 
Street in Passaic, New Jersey, crowded 
with relatives and friends. Everyone was so 
quiet suddenly when I walked in and my 
child intuition warned me that something 
bad had happened. My frightened eyes 
sought my mother but she was nowhere to 
be seen. The next thing I knew I was in 
Dad’s arms. We were alone in my room 
and he was trying to explain to me that 
mother had gone away for a very long 
time. That was the way I found out about 
death. 

I remember a very serious and spirited 
discussion the day after the funeral. The 
high-raised voices of my two maiden aunts 


. I remember 
long, long ago— 





Slowly then, I got to my feet and looked 
into Jim’s eyes. “What kind of sharing 
could there be for us?” I asked faintly, 

“Memories,” Jim said. “We still have 
our memories, Laurie . . . of all the good 
years we've shared; of Paul... our 
son!” 

Paul ... our son! Jim had said that, 
Oh, I realized in that wondrous moment 
that, Jim’s generous heart, his utter for. 
giveness, were all bound up in that simple 
utterance. I began feeling it then. the 
warmth of his goodness, his understanding 
reaching out to melt the pent-up, frozen 
tears inside me. 

Was there ever a woman in the world 
as fortunate as I? I was wondering that 
as, with a sob of sheer gratitude, I flung 
myself into Jim’s waiting arms. I breathed 
a prayer of thankfulness to God, who wa: 
bestowing on me this miraculous second 
chance to rebuild our marriage. 

I felt the blessed tears raining down my 
cheeks as I raised my face to Jim’s. | felt. 
at last, that tormenting weight of misery 
and hopelessness lifting from my heart. 
“Jim,” I whispered, “oh, Jim. Take me 
home.” THE END 
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who were trying to persuade Dad that he 
ought to allow me to come live with them 
brought terror to my soul as I stood on 
tiptoe at the top of the steps, listening. 

Then I heard Dad’s voice, definite and 
calm. 

“She’s my baby,” I heard him say. “She 
belongs with me. I'll give everything that’s 
in me to keep her happy.” 

He lived up to his word, too. I knew 
all the happiness there was to know as 
long as I was under his roof. 

I remember the delightful children’s sto- 
ries Dad used to tell as I sat wide-eyed on 
his knee. I remember the trips and ex- 
cursions we went on together, the clothes 
he used to bring home proudly, the gifts, 
the long talks he and I always had ever 
since I was able to carry on a conversation. 

The happiest time of all was the day 
my tall, twinkle-eyed father took me by 
the hand to accompany me to church. We 
went to church every Sunday morning, but 
this was a special occasion. A dream of 
mine had materialized. I had been selected 
for membership in the children’s choir. 

Daddy Crawford—as the kids in the 
neighborhood fondly called my father— 
had always called me his “little nightin- 
gale.” I’d heard him boast to neighbors 
that some day I’d be singing with the Met 
or some other big “opry’—as he put it. 
Ever since I can remember, I’d loved to 
sing. Now, here I was all decked out in a 
painfully new, crisply starched black robe 
with a white surplice over it 

Singing with the choir seemed to make 
my young life so much more full. I took 
my work quite seriously. I practiced each 
new hymn after school when the other kids 
were out playing. I was the first to arrive 
at choir rehearsal every Wednesday night 
and not a word or gesture of the director 
was lost on me. I got my reward when I 
became old enough. I was promoted to the 
Junior Choir. When I was sixteen years 
old, I became one of the church’s favorite 
soloists. It was thrilling to step to the 
front row of the choir loft, my book in 
hand, my voice pouring out over the 
church, the whole choir joining me in re- 
frain and the gold sun streaming over my 
head through the stained glass windows 
as the soulful throbbing of organ music 
rolled out from behind me. 

In those days I was interested only in 
church music. It was my best friend, Shar- 
lie Norman, who began awakening my in- 
terest in the popular love ballads of the 
day. Sharlie began making me listen to 
the various disk jockey shows and numer- 
ous records from her large collection. She 
was an Ella Fitzgerald fan and her en- 
thusiasm about Ella was contagious. 

“Tll betcha she makes as much as a 
thousand a week,” Sharlie would say ex- 
citedly, “You could do it too, Carol. Your 
style is different—kinda warm and half- 
classic, Maybe you can’t riff like she does, 
but you’ve got something new and differ- 
ent.” 

Then she’d make me sing one of Ella’s 


ballads, applying my own treatment to the 
song. 

Under Sharlie’s persistent supervision, I 
began to think about making singing a 
career. I’d always vaguely hoped to be- 
come a dressmaker and to make special 
creations for people in show business. Now, 
I thought, why shouldn’t I be one of those 
show business folk who could order fab- 
ulously expensive wardrobes. 

The wa’ my new dreams began to ma- 
terialize was strictly accidental. One Wed- 
nesday evening Sharlie and I were listening 
to the weekly amateur night broadcast 
from the Apollo Theatre in Harlem. A 
particularly poisonous soprano had just 
finished the verse of a song which was on 
everybody’s lips those days. Usually the 
merciless Apollo audience sets up a chorus 
of catcalls and boos for anyone as bad as 
she was. But somehow, she slipped by. 

Sharlie and I were laughing our heads 
off about how terrible she sounded when 
suddenly Sharlie sobered up like a drunk 
nabbed by a cop. 

“T’ve got it,” she shouted as I stared 
at her in amazement, “that’s what you 
should do. If that girl can get away with 
even being on that show, you could win 
first prize in a walk.” 

“But, Sharlie,” I began protestingly. 

“But me no buts,” Sharlie ordered de- 
terminedly. “You are going to try it.” 

Ignoring my doubts, Sharlie went to 
work. When she had her mind made up, 
she acted. In a few days she had learned 
all the details about getting on the Apollo 
show. You went to the theatre and regis- 
tered on a Monday night. You were audi- 
tioned and, if you passed, went back home 
and waited to be scheduled on a show a 
few weeks later. When I told Dad about 
it, he frowned slightly—after all, this 
wasn’t “opry” but, as always, he told me 
to make my own decision. 

Sharlie got her brother, Bob, to drive 
us into New York one Monday evening 
so I could register. Almost a month passed 
before I was notified when I would go on, 
I had decided to do my version of “Star 
Dust” which had always been a favorite 
of mine and to which Id applied my 
unique (I felt) method of interpreting 
a song, sliding along the scales and yet 
never losing the melody. Sharon’s brother 
and a very good friend—but not quite boy 
friend—of mine Harry Roan—were to take 
us in on my big night. I was a bundle 
of nerves up until the time came to leave. 

My three companions laughed and kid- 
ded in the car going to New York. I was 
very quiet. Not even the adorable eggshell 
blue dress which I’d bought for the occa- 
sion—wrecking my savings—was enough 
to comfort me. I had no confidence. I 
knew I was going to be a miserable flop. 

As we neared the city, Bob, who was 
driving, asked Sharlie: “Whose band is at 
the Apollo this week?” 

The answer took my breath away. Shar- 
ley mentioned one of America’s top show 
bands. The name of the leader was known 
all over the world. 
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ing moment I felt my soul being stripped 
bare of its hideous lies, its evasions. 

Losing Paul . that was only a por- 

tion of the punishment I must endure. For 

[ must prepare to lose Jim, as well. 

For how could I conceal from him any 


nger, the dreadful truth? In this, my 
yur of reckoning, I couldn’t even spare 
Jim. I must wound and crush him, even 


re than he already was. 
Laurie.” Jim, unaware of my 
smal thoughts, was shaking me worried- 
“Please,” he begged, “you mustn’t crack 
ip now. You’ve got to go on being brave.” 
I looked at Jim dully. “You don’t under- 
and,” I whispered. “There’s something 
yu’ve got to be told. It . it can’t wait 
ny longer.” 
Jim answered brokenly, “Laurie. What 
n anything matter... after Paul...” 
It matters very much,” I choked. “Be- 
it’s about Paul. Paul and me 
d ...” Somehow then, I began getting 
all out, the whole, heartbreaking story 
f those months I’d known Mark. I could 
arcely bear to look at Jim, when I came 
that part about Paul. Jim’s face had 
come a mask of incredulous horror. 
My voice came faint as I ended, “God 
lp me. I tricked you, Jim. I tricked 
1 into believing Paul was your son, when 
| the time he was Mark’s.” 
As I covered my face with my hands, 
heard Jim pleading pitifully, “No, 
rie. You can’t mean what you're say- 
You can’t mean that . . . about Paul 
” 
son. 


Laurie. 


iuse 


being my 
“I'd give anything if he had been,” I 
1 sorrowfully as I forced myself to gaze 
iim once more. In that ghastly moment, 
iw the hurt, the disillusionment on Jim’s 
I saw the way his shoulders slumped 
he turned and wordlessly left the room. 
[ wanted to run after him, to beg for 
rey and forgiveness. I couldn’t move. I 
ly stood frozen, hearing his fading foot- 
the ominous sound of the apartment 
closing after him. I knew now, my 
inishment was utter, complete. I knew 
is Jim’s way of telling me that he 
1 and despised me for the mortal blow 
nflicted on him. 
I! felt tears in my heart, locked-in tears 
could find no release as I, at last, 
ind strength to move. Tremblingly, I left 
il’s room. I pulled a suitcase from a 
set and began throwing a few things in- 
de. My weariness seemed bone-deep as I 
illy snapped it shut, picked it up, and 
the echoing silence of the apartment 
me, 
Jut on the street, I stumbled along till a 
ing taxi came along. I got into it. 
| when we reached the big, bustling 
lroad station, I found an empty bench 
sank down on it. I wondered numbly 
ere I could go. But that didn’t seem to 
tter very much. So long as it was some 
ce, any place, away from Jim, who no 
ger wanted me. 
For a long time, I sat there, trying to 
mon my courage to move. Then, out 
blurring cloud of pain that was 


f the 


pressing down on me, I heard a voice 

. . Jim’s voice. 

I thought shudderingly, he’d followed 
me. He couldn’t just let me go quietly 
. . . not till he’d heaped on me his scorn, 
his loathing, for the ruin I'd made of his 
life. But I couldn’t blame him for that. 
Jim had every right to denounce me. 

I gazed up at him, as I shrank back 
against the hard bench. “Please, Jim.” I 
begged. "Just let me go, like this, without 
any words.” 

Again Jim’s voice cut through my pain- 
fogged mind. It was low. “But, that’s just 
it, Laurie . . . that’s why I came searching 
for you. I... I can’t let you go. When 

. . when you told me all that, back there 
at the apartment, I thought I could. I 
thought I could, till I returned home and 

. and found you gone. I knew then, I 
had to come and find you.” 

Incredulously, I shook my head. 
can’t mean that,” I whispered. “There 
there can’t be anything left for us to 
share.” 

There was pain in Jim’s lined face. But 
his hand was firm as it reached out to 


“You 





grip my shoulder, his voice quiet, gentle. 
“Laurie, you’re wrong. We... we still 
have much to share.” 
Stardom Broke 
My Heart 
(Continued from Page 29) 
what Dad had called an “ordeal.” I must 


face the sensation-hungry press in my liv- 
ing room downstairs and tell them off- 
cially what everyone in the country already 
knows—that Bernie and I have agreed to 
disagree. 

How I hate the thought of baring my 
heart for public inspection at a time like 
this. But that’s the price of fame. Fame 
brings you wonderful rewards, but it also 
exacts terrible tolls. Today my name is 
one of the most lustrous in show business. 
I’m a star. Maybe, if I weren't a star, I 
wouldn’t be so unhappy at this moment 
that it matters very little wheher I live or 
die. 

Ghosts of the past. . 

I remember the day, 
when I was a small child—the day I came 
home from school to find Dad home from 
work early and our small house on Spruce 
Street in Passaic, New Jersey, crowded 
with relatives and friends. Everyone 
quiet suddenly when I walked in and my 
child intuition warned me that something 
bad had happened. My frightened eyes 
sought my mother but she was nowhere to 
be seen. The next thing I knew I was in 
Dad’s arms. We were alone in my room 
and he was trying to explain to me that 
mother had gone away for a very long 
time. That was the way I found out about 
death. 

I remember a very serious and spirited 
discussion the day after the funeral. The 
high-raised voices of my two maiden aunts 


. . | remember 
long, long ago— 


was so 











Slowly then, I got to my feet and looked 
into Jim’s eyes. “What kind of sharing 
could there be for us?” I asked faintly, 

“Memories,” Jim said. “We still have 
our memories, Laurie . . . of all the good 
years we've shared; of Paul... our 
son!” 

Paul ... our son! Jim had said that, 
ae I realized in that wondrous moment 
that, Jim’s generous heart, his utter for. 
giveness, were all bound up in that simple 
utterance. I began feeling it then. the 
warmth of his goodness, his understanding, 
reaching out to melt the pent-up, frozen 
tears inside me. 

Was there ever a woman in the world 

fortunate as I? I was wondering that 
as, with a sob of sheer gratitude, I flung 
myself into Jim’s waiting arms. I breathed 
a prayer of thankfulness to God, who was 
bestowing on me this miraculous second 
chance to rebuild our marriage. 

I felt the blessed tears raining down my 
cheeks as I raised my face to Jim’s. | felt, 
at last, that tormenting weight of misery 
and hopelessness lifting from my heart. 












“Jim,” I whispered, “oh, Jim. Take me 
home.” THE END 
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who were trying to persuade Dad that he 
ought to allow me to come live with them 
brought terror to my soul as I stood on 
tiptoe at the top of the steps, listening. 

Then I heard Dad’s voice, definite and 
calm. 

“She’s my baby,” I heard him say. “She 
belongs with me. I'll give everything that’s 
in me to keep her happy.” 

He lived up to his word, too. I knew 
all the happiness there was to know as 
long as I was under his roof. 

I remember the delightful children’s sto- 
ries Dad used to tell as I sat wide-eyed on 
his knee. I remember the trips and ex- 
cursions we went on together, the clothes 
he used to bring home proudly, the gifts, 
the long talks he and I always had ever 
since I was able to carry on a conversation. 

The happiest time of all was the day 
my tall, twinkle-eyed father took me by 
the hand to accompany me to church. We 
went to church every Sunday morning, but 
this was a special occasion. A dream of 
mine had materialized. I had been selected 
for membership in the children’s choir. 

Daddy Crawford—as the kids in the 
neighborhood fondly called my father— 
had always called me his “little nightin- 
gale.” I’d heard him boast to neighbors 
that some day I’d be singing with the Met 
or some other big “opry”—as he put it. 
Ever since I can remember, I’d loved to 
sing. Now, here I was all decked out in a 
painfully new, crisply starched black robe 
with a white surplice over it 

Singing with the choir seemed to make 
my young life so much more full. I took 
my work quite seriously. I practiced each 
new hymn after school when the other kids 
were out playing. I was the first to arrive 
at choir rehearsal every Wednesday night 
and not a word or gesture of the director 
was lost on me. I got my reward when I 
became old enough. I was promoted to the 
Junior Choir. When I was sixteen years 
old, I became one of the church’s favorite 
It was thrilling to step to the 
my book 


soloists. 
front row of the choir loft, 
hand, my voice pouring out over the 
church, the whole choir joining me in re- 
frain and the gold sun streaming over my 
head through the stained glass windows 
as the soulful throbbing of organ music 
rolled out from behind me. 

In those days I was interested only 
church music. It was my best friend, Shar- 
lie Norman, who began awakening my in- 
terest in the popular love ballads of the 
day. Sharlie began making me listen to 
the various disk jockey shows and numer- 
ous records from her large collection. She 
was an Ella Fitzgerald fan and her en- 
thusiasm about Ella was contagious. 

“Tll betcha she makes as much as a 
thousand a week,” Sharlie would say ex- 
citedly. “You could do it too, Carol. Your 
style is different—kinda warm and half- 
classic, Maybe you can’t riff like she does, 
but you’ve got something new and differ- 
ent.” 

Then she’d make me sing one of Ella’s 


ballads, applying my own treatment to the 
song. 

Under Sharlie’s persistent supervision, I 
began to think about making singing a 
career. I’d always vaguely hoped to be- 
come a dressmaker and to make special 
creations for people in show business. Now, 
I thought, why shouldn’t I be one of those 
show business folk who could order fab- 
ulously expensive wardrobes. 

The wa’ my new dreams began to ma- 
terialize was strictly accidental. One Wed- 
nesday evening Sharlie and I were listening 
to the weekly amateur night broadcast 
from the Apollo Theatre in Harlem. A 
particularly poisonous soprano had just 
finished the verse of a song which was on 
everybody’s lips those days. Usually the 
merciless Apollo audience sets up a chorus 
of catcalls and boos for anyone as bad as 
she was. But somehow, she slipped by. 

Sharlie and I were laughing our heads 
off about how terrible she sounded when 
suddenly Sharlie sobered up like a drunk 
nabbed by a cop. 

“T’ve got it,” she shouted as I stared 
at her in amazement, “that’s what you 
should do. If that girl can get away with 
even being on that show, you could win 
first prize in a walk.” 

“But, Sharlie,” I began protestingly. 

“But me no buts,” Sharlie ordered de- 
terminedly. “You are going to try it.” 

Ignoring my doubts, Sharlie went to 
work. When she had her mind made up, 
she acted. In a few days she had learned 
all the details about getting on the Apollo 
show. You went to the theatre and regis- 
tered on a Monday night. You were audi- 
tioned and, if you passed, went back home 
and waited to be scheduled on a show a 
few weeks later. When I told Dad about 
it, he slightly—after all, this 
wasn’t “opry” but, as always, he told me 
to make my own decision. 

Sharlie got her brother, Bob, to drive 
us into New York one Monday evening 
so I could register. Almost a month passed 
before I was notified when I would go on, 
I had decided to do my version of “Star 
Dust” which had always been a favorite 
of mine and to which I'd applied my 
(1 felt) method of interpreting 
a song, sliding along the scales and yet 
never losing the melody. Sharon’s brother 
and a very good friend—but not quite boy 
friend—of mine Harry Roan—were to take 
us in on my big night. I was a bundle 
of nerves up until the time came to leave. 

My three companions laughed and kid- 
ded in the car going to New York. I was 
very quiet. Not even the adorable eggshell 
blue dress which I'd bought for the occa- 
sion—wrecking my savings—was enough 
to comfort me. I had no confidence. I 
knew I was going to be a miserable flop. 

As we neared the city, Bob, who was 
driving, asked Sharlie: “Whose band is at 
the Apollo this week?” 

The answer took my breath away. Shar- 
ley mentioned one of America’s top show 
bands. The name of the leader was known 
all over the world. 
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“You mean I’m going to have to stand 
up on that big stage in front of all those 
people and sing in front of him?” I de- 
manded, 

My alarm caused uproarious laughter 
in the car but I didn’t feel any better. 

The events of the next two hours seemed 
to happen in some sort of walking dream. I 
remember the bare, dreary-looking base- 
ment rehearsal hall where all the con- 
testants were checked in by a brisk lady 
who then waved us off to one side to wait. A 
few minutes before show time, we were 
paraded backstage and lined up in order 
of appearance. I was seventh in line. A 
nervous tap-dancer behind me, who seemed 
to know everything that was going on, told 
me mournfully that maybe he and I 
wouldn’t even get on that week’s show. 
They always had more contestants than 
necessary, he confided, and sometimes the 
time ran out before everyone on hand was 
put on the show. In that case, he said, you 
had to return the following week. 

| was beginning to feel nervous enough 
to wish I would be sent home without 
going on. What made matters worse was 
that I seemed to have picked a night when 
the most terrific contestants were in the 
running. From where I stood, I could 
crane my neck and see and hear part of 
what was taking place on stage. At that 
moment a pretty, brown girl with the 
kind of shape which causes whistles, was 
making like Dinah Washington in a ver- 
sion of “Lover Come Back To Me.” The 
eception she got was tremendous. The 
thunder of applause made my heart sink. 
How could I hope to do as well or better? 
I was miserable as the various hopefuls 
went on and my time came closer and 
( loser. 

I felt a tug on my shoulder. The lady 
backstage, who was keeping things straight, 
hissed: “Wake up. You’re next.” 


FOUND MYSELF walking from the 

protective shadows of the wings on to 
the stage which seemed miles long. I made 
my way over to the dapper master of 
ceremonies, Maybe I should have been 
encouraged by the fact that wolf whistles 
greeted my appearance. But I was scared 
to death. The kidding of the master of 
ceremonies didn’t help. 

“Good evening, dear,” he said in that 
nsinuating tone which I had often thought 
so comical when listening to the show over 
the radio. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he barked. 
‘Here we have on hand a lovely young 
lady from Passaic, New Jersey.” He con- 

ilted his notes. “Carol Crawford.” 

“Are you married, dear?” he demanded. 
rhe audience screamed with laughter, 

“No,” I answered hoarsely. 

“Then, come a little closer, dear,” he 

vited. The audience hooted. I wanted 
to taint. 

“You’re going to do Star Dust?” he 
asked, then, without waiting for an an- 
swer, “Go see the piano player and get 
your key. Got to get the key. S’bad if 
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you got the wrong key,” he raved. 

By this time I had lost any shreds of 
confidence, I didn’t even have the courage 
to run off stage which was what I wanted 
to do. I hated Sharlie for talking me into 
this, hated myself for letting her. I espe- 
cially hated the master of ceremonies with 
his corny humor. 

I found myself standing foolishly at the 
side of the piano. Even my miserable 
state of mind couldn’t keep me from notic- 
ing that the pianist was an outrageously 
good-looking fellow with Indian brown 
skin and even white teeth flashing in a 
pleasant smile. 

I gave him my key. 

“Solid, honey,” he nodded. I was almost 
dazzled by the smile, It was nearly as 
bright as the footlights on the stage. Maybe 
it was the smile which helped me make 
the fatal mistake. I started off, not in the 
key I'd chosen, but slightly higher. Just 
high enough to make me seriously doubt 
my ability to get through the song. Nerv- 
ousness piled up inside of me and, on 
the first line, I heard my voice go horribly 
sour. Jeering laughter came up out of the 
audience and I knew the blow was on its 
way—that horrible derision which signals 
the beginning of the end of an Apollo 
contestant—and which is a signal for the 
comic Pigmeat to come dancing on in long, 
woolen underclothes with a make-believe 
pistol to chase you off stage, the pistol 
popping and the audience screaming its 
head off. I didn’t want that to happen 
to me. Hurriedly, I started to walk off- 
stage as the jeering grew louder, 

To my amazement, I heard my name 
called. The master cf ceremonies, no longer 
clowning. but looking dead serious, had 
called me back, was holding up his hand 
to the audience. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said. “Any- 
one can tell this young lady is nothing but 
nervous. I feel that she has a fine voice 
and if we can only show our good sports- 
manship and give her another chance, I 
think she’ll come through just fine. Every- 
one deserves a chance. What do you say?” 

The jeering was swallowed up in a tre- 
mendous wave of applause. I looked at the 
master of ceremonies with a lump in my 
throat. I hadn’t really wanted another 
chance, but it had been awfully nice of him 
to help me. 

“Go back over and see the piano player 
again, dear,” he told me in a low voice. 
“Be sure and get the key straight this 
time.” 

His kindness awoke a determination in 
me. I was going to make up for my terrible 
mistake. I wasn’t prepared for the extra 
boost I got from the good looking pianist. 

“Just sort of start off and I'll pick you 
up this time, sweetie,” the pianist told 
me. “It wasn’t your fault. I goofed it up. 
Sorry. You'll be all right now.” 

It was the nicest and most outlandish 
lie. I knew very well that the fault had 
been all mine. But I sensed that the pianist 
was trying to lift my morale. Somehow, I 


knew I was going to be all right after that, 
And I was. 

Standing in front of the microphone, | 
felt like a patient given an ennervating 
drug. I’d sung “Star Dust” a thousand 
times at home, in the bath tub, working 
around the house. I’d rehearsed and re- 
hearsed it these last couple of weeks— 
but the way I felt at that moment, it was 
like I'd never sung the song before. I was 
caught up in the strange, haunting spell 
of those beautiful words—the words of a 
lover, alone and filled with memories. A 
tiny, heartachy throb came to my voice. [| 
forgot I had an audience—and just sang, 

It was like stepping under a shockingly 
cold shower—that refreshing and that sur- 
prising—to hear the hoarse roar of ap.- 
proval, the heavy applause which rushed 
out at me from first row clear up to the 
balcony when I had finished. I stepped 
back and looked at the master of cere- 
monies, dazed. He was grinning happily. 

“Isn’t she wonderful? Isn’t she?” he 
egged the crowd on. “Aren’t you glad 
you gave her another chance?” 

The applause doubled and a steady 
chant grew in the audience: 

“Give her a week. Give her a week.” 

I had to sing another chorus before they 
would let me go. 

When we were paraded out on the stage 
for the judging, I won first prize without 
a question. 

I was in a hurry to meet Sharlie and the 
boys and to telephone Dad, but I had to 
hang around and thank the master of 
ceremonies and that wonderful-looking pi- 
anist. 

“You’ve got a great voice, Carol,” the 
master of ceremonies told me after the 
curtains had been drawn and he had come 
off stage. “Some day I'll be bragging that 
I was able to give a little boost. Just re- 
member, never give up easily.” 

As I was shaking his hand, the pianist 
came off stage with the rest of the boys 
in the band. 

“T don’t know how to thank you, Mr. 

.” I told him, waiting for the name. 
“You mean you don’t know the famous 
Bernie Fletcher,” the master of ceremonies 
chided, slipping back into his kidding role. 

Bernie Fletcher. Of course. The name 
was one of the biggest in recording circles. 
I was pretty embarrassed. 

Bernie Fletcher was holding my hand. 
A pair of startlingly black, startlingly 
beautiful eyes were focused on me. I noted 
the magazine ad perfection of his features, 
the warm, easy way about him. 

“You don’t have to thank me,” he said. 
“Unless you really want to thank me.” 

I puzzled over this. 

“By having a drink with me after I get 
changed,” he explained. “Or is your boy 
friend waiting for you?” 

“Oh, no,” I said. I’m afraid I said it a 
little too eagerly. “I’d love to have a drink 
with you.” 

“Fine,” Bernie beamed. He was still 
holding my hand. “By the way, all I know 
about you is that you’re very pretty; you 
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sing beautifully and your name is Carol. I 
didn’t catch the last name.” 

“Crawford,” I told him. 

We talked for a few minutes. There 
was something about Bernie which made 
you forget everything but him when you 
were with him. I hadn’t the slightest hesi- 
tation about how readily I had accepted 
his invitation to go out with him on first 
meeting. I explained to him about Sharlie 
and the boys. 

“Fine,” Bernie said. “The more the 
merrier. Tell you what you do. Go collect 
your party and take them down the street 
to the Baby Grand. Ask for Mac and tell 
him you’re my guests. He'll give you a 
good table. Just start ordering and have 


some fun. I'll be along in a couple of 

minutes—and don’t forget, the tab is on 
” 

me. 


“Okay, Mr. Fletcher,” I told him hap- 
pily. He frowned. “Okay, Bernie,” I cor- 
rected myself. 

He gave me another sample of that 
gorgeous smile and went off to his dressing 
room. I hurried around to the corner of 
125th and Seventh where the gang was 
waiting. I was swept up in a chorus of 
congratulations, Sharlie looked as though 
she’d been crying with joy. 

“We've been invited to go to the Baby 
Grand as guests of Bernie Fletcher, the 
pianist with the band,” I announced when 
the praise had died down. 

Everyone was properly impressed. We 
walked two blocks down 125th to the 
club. 

That evening—or morning, really—is 
one of the unforgettable pages in my mem- 
ory scrap book. At the club Bernie Fletch- 
er’s name was like magic. We were ush- 
ered to a ringside table, treated like visiting 
royalty. While the others ordered drinks 
I went to the phone booth and called Dad. 
He was delighted and told me everyone 
in town seemed to have heard the show. 
They were calling him to congratulate me. 

I told Dad I’d be home late. When I 
got back to the table Bernie had arrived 
and with that charming way of his made 
it seem as if he’d known Sharlie and the 
boys as long as I had. He had introduced 
himself all around and informed me that 
he had ordered my drink. 

“What did you order for me, Bernie?” 
I asked. I was hoping it wouldn’t turn 
out to be something so strong I’d make a 
fool out of myself. 

“Champagne. What else?” he asked, 
bending that electrifying stare on me from 
the dark-flashing eyes. “Champagne be- 
cause you're something to be celebrated. 
Also, because you’re beautiful—and_be- 
cause little girls not used to drinking can 
sip champagne and not get juiced.” 

Everyone laughed but I sensed that Ber- 
nie hadn’t really meant it for a joke. I 
was to find that Bernie had the gift of 
making love to a woman in the presence 
of a crowd and making her feel that he 
was talking only to her. All through that 
warm and intimate party, the two of us 
built up a secret understanding. 
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It was this sudden magic thing between 
us which made it seem so right when 
early morning broke and I found myself 
sitting in front of my house in Bernie’s 
beautiful convertible, found myself in his 
arms, my fingers roving lovingly through 
the black, curly hair which gave him the 
little boy look, found our parted lips meet- 
ing and the world closing down around 

just us two.... 


| ATER THAT DAY, I tried to convince 

4“ myself it was the champagne which 
had made it happen. But I knew it wasn’t. 
[ knew that I was in love. But I was a 
little frightened. I was no babe in the 
woods and I was aware that many people 

show business took love where they 
found it and then moved on. Bernie would 
be leaving New York this very night. I 
remembered that he had made me promise 
to come in to the city and meet him after 
the last show. I told myself I must be 
careful, must save myself the agony of 
falling seriously for someone who cared 
only for the time he was around. 

That afternoon a small, square box ar- 
rived, bearing the name of one of Fifth 
\venue’s finest shops. Three delicate or- 
chids rested inside with Bernie’s card. 

“Love you today more than I did yester- 
day,” the card read. 

“T don’t know who was more interested 
in my date—Dad or I. Dad handed me a 
small roll of bills which I know represented 
some sort of sacrifice. 

“T thought you might want to:go down- 
town and buy yourself some things,” he 
said. 

[ almost cried as I hugged him grate- 
fully. 

When Bernie saw me that night, drifting 
on air into his dressing room in my smart, 
new tailored grey suit and a pert little 
hat I'd been wanting for weeks and a set 
»f Stone-Martens (borrowed from Sharlie’s 
1unt), he let out an Indian whoop, jumped 
up and held me at arm’s length, looking 
at me with a pride and affection which 
made my heart turn over. 

“Lord, ain’t I lucky,” he exclaimed. 
“Baby, you get prettier by the hour.” 

He treated me like I was Dresden China. 
[t was a dream date from start to finish. 
We began with dinner at Frank’s on 125th 
Street, wolfing down some of the most de- 
licious steaks. Then we wound our way 
through Central Park and into the narrow 
little Village where we made a round of 
fascinating clubs. Bernie knew all the 
entertainers, waiters and owners. The last 
place we went was to a 116th street apart- 
ment where a friend of Bernie’s ran an 
exclusive little after-hours operation. Ber- 
nie’s friend ushered us into a small, com- 
fortable private room, equipped with rec- 
ord-player and television, a long, modern 
studio couch and soft lights. We danced, 
drank Scotch and soda from tall, misty- 
looking glasses. 

“I’ve been saving some good news all 
vening, sweetie,” Bernie told me as he 
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lay lazily on the couch with his head on 
my lap. 

It was then I learned that Bernie had 
been at work in my interests. He had 
button-holed Frank Schiffman, the man- 
aging director of the Apollo Theatre and 
given him a sales talk about the way I 
went over on the amateur show. It hap- 
pened Schiffman had been standing in the 
rear of the theatre while I was on stage. I 
was to be offered a week’s engagement at 
the theatre sometime within the next sixty 
days. 

“Oh, Bernie, how wonderful,” I cried. 
“Why are you doing all of this for me?” 

“I’m not doing so much,” Bernie told 
me earnestly. “Schiffman would have con- 
tacted you anyway. He’s really interested. 
Besides, I’ve got a selfish motive. Only 
it’s a secret. I can’t tell you what it is 
right now but I want you to promise me 
one thing—that you won’t sign any con- 
tracts with anyone to handle you until you 
tell me first. I have someone in mind who 
I’m convinced will do you a lot of good. 
By the way,” he added, looking at me 
tenderly, “let’s stop talking business.” 

Before I could realize what was happen- 
ing, I was in Bernie’s arms again. His 
kisses were almost frightening in the long, 
slow beat of their passion—but I wanted 
them, every one. I was giving myself up 
completely to Bernie. I had never let any- 
one hold me, caress me, possess me as he 
did. I had never wanted anyone to. The 
warm, heady glow of the liquor, the se- 
ductively pale glow of one small blue 
lamp, the intoxicatingly subtle suggestion 
of the soft music from the radio—all these 
were the perfect background for Bernie’s 
whispered words, the almost unbearably 
gentle touch of his hands, the demand in 
his eyes. The lights and the music and the 
whispers all fused together in a symphony 
of sweetness composed for angels but 
stolen by the devil. Our passion exploded 
with a wonderful fury which seemed almost 
capable of destroying us. ... 

Bernie left town the next afternoon and 
I was certain the world had ended. But he 
had been gone less than two days when I 
was talking with him long distance. He 
made certain that I didn’t get too lonely 
for him. At least twice a week there was 
a note from him, postmarked from a dif- 
ferent city. He called three times a week 
and sent me gifts, flowers wired from half- 
way across the nation, souvenirs of places 
of my dreams like Miami, Las Vegas. 

Then, a month after he had left, I was 
summoned to Mr. Schiffman’s office and 
told to be ready to open at the Apollo 
three weeks later. 

“As far as details, they’ve all been set 
with your manager,” Mr. Schiffman as- 
sured me. There was a hint of a twinkle 
in his eye. I was shocked. 

“My manager?” I repeated. 

“Why, yes,” Mr. Schiffman answered. 
“Bernie Fletcher is your manager, isn’t 
he?” 

“W-w-why, of course,” I stammered. 


“You seem to have some doubt. Let’s 
make certain about this,” the Apollo owner 
said. He stood up, went to the door of an 
inner office, opened it and there stood 
Bernie. 

I rushed into his arms. 

“Darling,” I said, divided between tears 
and laughter. “I was wondering why you 
didn’t write—for almost a week.” 

An hour later—as we sipped ice cream 
sodas in a Harlem drug store, I remem- 
bered to ask Bernie how he had arranged 
to get time off. 

“T came to New York to apply for a job,” 
he told me. “No, I didn’t get fired. I quit. 
And if I don’t get this job I’m going to be 
in bad shape.” 

“Where’s the job, Bernie? At a club in 
town?” I asked. 

He smiled mysteriously. 

“Remember what Mr. Schiffman said 
about my being your manager?” he asked. 

“But I thought he was kidding.” 

“No, he wasn’t kidding at all, darling 
—and neither am I. Remember, I said 1 
had a secret to tell you. Well, I’ve thought 
it out very carefully. I love my music. But, 
somehow, I seemed to have arrived at a 
standstill even though the money is coming 
in well and the records are way up there. 
Carol, you’re only beginning and, with 
smart handling, you can reach and surpass 
any fame I’ve acquired. There are dozens 
of pianists as good as I am or better. A 
voice like yours comes along once in a 
hundred years.” 

“You mean you’ve quit your job for 
me?” I asked unbelievingly. 

“Oh, it’s not such a dramatic sacrifice 
as all that.” Bernie said, flashing me that 
heart-melting smile. “I can make a mint 
of money for you—and for myself, I figure. 
I’m convinced of that. With your talent, 
looks and personality—plus my contacts 
and experience in the business, we can 
make a wonderful team. I'll never be a 
rich pianist. But as a personal manager 
with a hot little piece of property like you, 
I can look forward to paying a pretty good 
income tax one of there days. What wraps 
it up is that I'll be doing something for 
the first girl I’ve ever loved.” 

Tears were glistening in my eyes. It all 
seemed so fantastically, impossibly won- 
derful. 

“Come down out of the clouds, little 
girl,” Bernie teased me. “You know, of 
course, that I’m going to make you sign 
a foolproof, watertight contract tying you 
up for the rest of your natural life and 
granting me twenty-five percent of every- 
thing. Strictly business.” 

But it wasn’t strictly business the way 
he kissed my tears away—right in front 
of the amused patrons of the drug store 
soda fountain. 

Of course Bernie knew there wouldn’t 
be any profit in being my manager for 
some time to come. He had arranged to 
sign up for a few months with a 52nd 
street night spot which had been after him 
for some time. In fact, far from making 
immediate money being my manager, he 
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nie’s press boy had even cracked the 
Winchell and Sullivan columns about the 
new “discovery” who was bowing into show 
business and whose career was being pi- 
loted by a famed musician who had given 
up his own to do so. The Negro weeklies 
had banner heads across the theatre pages, 
playing my name up even greater than the 
name band headlining the bill. 


| FELT WONDERFUL. The tiny quake 
of fear which hit me as I stood in the 
wings waiting to go on, disappeared com- 
pletely when Bernie strode to my side, 
took me in his arms, kissed me tenderly 
and whispered: “Go on out there and don’t 
make a liar out of me, sweetheart.” 

The entertainment critics wrote about 
my opening. Rave notices appeared in the 
trade papers. One of them said: “New- 
comer Carol Crawford has a mood to suit 
every woman and every man.” 

Greater even than the newspaper reviews 
was the way the audience accepted me. 
lhe applause which greeted my first num- 
ber was as powerful as a tidal wave. It 
was that applause which made me throw 
aside any hint of inhibition and really 
give. I got four curtain calls and it was 
only a crash of determined music from 
the orchestra which finally let me get off 
stage. 

The whole engagement was like that. 

The only person who didn’t rave about 
my success was Bernie. In contrast to his 
former enthusiasm, his coolness hurt until 
he finally told me: “Look, sugar. You don’t 

ed raves from me. If I hadn’t believed 
in you so much, I wouldn’t be doing what 
I'm doing. The main thing I’m interested 
n now is the mistakes you make. Also, I 
want you to learn that the worst thing in 
the world for a star is conceit. That will 
destroy you quicker than anything. It’s my 
business to see that you never believe 
your own publicity.” 

That was a phrase I was to hear from 
Bernie’s lips often. He taught me, drummed 
it into my innermost brain that talent, 
beauty, the technique of wearing fabulous 
clothes—none of these are as important 

1 show business as the ability to be gra- 
cious, to truly love people. Love for people 

1 thing which goes across the spotlight, 
a thing which the humblest people feel 
and recognize. It’s my belief that learning 
this important secret—how not to forget 
that the greatest star is only as important 
is the tiniest child seeking an autograph 

the grimiest old man on the rim of an 
admiring crowd—learning that secret, more 
than any other thing, enabled me to get 
to the top and stay there. 

And I did get to the top. The Apollo 
engagement was only the beginning. One 
f the most famed bandleaders in America 

the same whose orchestra played the 

ow the week I played the Apollo— 
offered me a job as his vocalist. At the 
ne time, on the heels of the reviews 
Variety, Bill Board and headlines in 
the weeklies, offers were pouring in by 
wire, phone and letter. They came from 





all over the country, offering fantastic 
terms. The salary offered by the band- 
leader seemed insignificant compared to 
these offers. 

It was at this point that Bernie made 
the most delicate—and most clever—deci- 
sion which could have been made. Instead 
of grabbing the big money and letting me 
enjoy a short reign of popularity, then 
become a has-been, as has happened to so 
many, Bernie decided that I should sign 
a one-year contract with the bandleader. 
Money wasn’t important then, he said. 
What was important was for me to gain 
poise and experience, to get to know the 
hardships of being on the road—to prove 
that I could become a star. He dickered 
with the bandleader and got an agreement 
that I was to be allowed to make a cer- 
tain number of records during the year. 

I wanted to get married before leaving 
New York with the band. I idolized the 
very ground Bernie walked on and wanted 
to claim him exclusively. But he turned 
down my proposal. 

“Not yet, baby,” he told me quietly. 
“There’s time for that. I’m not going to 
lock you up and throw away the key until 
we're both sure of two things—either that 
you can or can’t make it—and that we’re 
really meant for each other.” 

I was disappointed, but now I had a 
double incentive to make good; because I 
wanted success and because I wanted to 
win my man for keeps. 

It’s a matter of record that I accom- 
plished both goals. My year with the 
orchestra was just what I needed. Every- 
where we went—in the nightclubs, the the- 
atres and at the one-nighter dances—the 
audiences made me feel like a princess. 
Praise notices almost became a matter of 
routine. My records sold like hot dogs 
at a ball game. Within nine months, a 
national magazine announced that its read- 
ers had selected me as the best female 
vocalist of the year. Throughout it all, 
Bernie was behind the scenes, encouraging 
me, bawling me out, steadying me, making 
new arrangements, finding designers to 
make gowns for me, discovering new hair 
styles. He was still working at the club on 
52nd Street, but he wrote me twice a week 
or more, talked to me long distance and 
flew to my side whenever time and his 
schedule permitted it. I was like a puppet 
dancing to his tune—but I loved it. 

When my year was up with the band, 
Bernie turned a deaf ear to the almost 
frantic pleading of the orchestra leader 
for a renewal. He had decided it was 
time for me to go out on my own. A sweet, 
sentimental tune Bernie had written for 
me as a birthday tribute was recorded un- 
der my new independent recording contract 
with a major label. That tune stayed on the 
best seller lists for weeks and was played 
by every rhythm and blues and pops disk 
jockey in the nation, I believe. Anyway, it 
hit the million mark in sales. On the 
strength of it, I was booked solid for a 
year, starting in a Broadway spot at a 
fantastic six-figure salary. Bernie quit his 


job at the club, moved into an office on 
Broadway and became my full-time per- 
sonal manager. Included in the year of 
bookings was a downtown theatre—one of 
New York’s biggest—and a return date 
at the Apollo at many times the salary I 
had earned when I started there. I was a 
headliner. I had made it for sure. 

On the night that the X Record Company 
presented me with a gold record—signifi- 
cant of my having produced a top release— 
at a press party in downtown Manhattan 
—Bernie and I decided to get married. 
Our marriage was one of the most elab- 
orate ceremonies New York had seen. 

I was floating on top of a pale, pink 
cloud of happiness. I believed it would be 
that way forever. 

It did last a sweet five years. Yes, for 
that period of time Bernie and I were 
happy. We tasted the fruits of success to- 
gether. I had the satisfaction of helping 
the people I loved. I set Sharlie up in 
business in a swank hat shop in downtown 
Passaic. I bought Dad a lovely ranch home 
and had the pleasure of seeing him settle 
down in perfect bliss with a wonderful girl 
twenty years his junior with whom he’d 
fallen in love. My mother had died several 
years before. I don’t believe, to this day, 
that Daddy could have married again as 
long as she was alive. 

I helped so many people so many ways. 
Childhood friends. Just kids I ran into 
who wanted to make it in the business. | 
was trying to buy lots of happiness for 
others. I didn’t realize, as time went on, 
that it wasn’t only my generosity which was 
making me do it, but also that subcon- 
sciously I realized I wasn’t finding in my 
marriage the happiness I'd expected. 

From all appearances, I had everything 
to insure my happiness. Bernie and | had 
bought a lovely place in St. Albans where 
most of the Negro theatrical set lived. It 
was a dream place with every convenience 
and furnished in excellent taste. 

We had our own cars, a huge income 
and savings and were buying a beautiful 
apartment building on Central Park West 
as something to insure our security in later 
years. 

Yet, after the first glamor of marriage 
had worn off, I began to find myself in- 
creasingly lonely and unhappy. Being a 
star, | was very much in demand. I worked 
ninety percent of the time. Most of the 
time I was out of town working. Our house 
was a house—not a home. The relaxed 
moments we shared together were so few 
and far between. Often, when sweet-faced, 
contented-looking women came backstage 
to ask for my autograph, I’d ask them 
what line of work they were in. When 
they told me they were housewives, a sad- 
ness and something like envy would come 
to my heart. Oh, to be just a housewife 
and to be home, day after day, to live in 
anticipation of Bernie’s coming home, to 
have his slippers ready, his dinner on the 
stove, to go to the movies with him—or the 
ball game; to have tiny, loving arms about 
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me and to hear a little girl or boy call me 
“mommy.” 

“You can’t have everything,” Bernie 
would say when I went through these mo- 
ments of depression. “After all, we’re so 
much luckier than so many others.” 


” 


URING THE FIRST couple of years 

of our marriage we had believed that 
travelling together would substitute for the 
normal life of young marrieds. We tried 
it. But there was really so little for Bernie 
to do on the road. When you become a 
star, if you have organization behind you, 
things move on so smoothly without on-the- 
spot supervision. And Bernie had organized 
well. I began to feel his restlessness, his 
sense of being useless. We had a long talk 
about it finally and he went back to take 
up his life in the city, calling, writing, and 
visiting me frequently. 

This seemed to work out well for a while. 
Then the letters, his phone calls, his visits 
became less and less frequent. Where he 
had been in the habit of calling me just 
for a chat or dropping in on me for no 
special reason, I found that, more and 
more, his visits and calls became strictly 
a matter of business. I found that I was 
seeing my husband only when there was 
some business hassle to be straightened 
out, some publicity to arrange or a confer- 
ence on a benefit. 

This didn’t frighten me as much as the 
fact that when I did see Bernie, he was an 
entirely changed person. A sullenness I 
had not dreamed existed showed up in him 
to an increasingly irritating degree. But, 
worst of all, Bernie, who had been purely 
one of those sociable drinkers who in- 
dulges mainly when he is out in a party, 
had made liquor a major item in his life. 
All his talk was of some big party he had 
thrown at home for the sporting crowd in 
New York which he had once known only 
on nodding terms. At times when he came 
to see me at this theatre or that night club, 
he would spend most of the time at the 
nearest bar. His whole attitude toward 
life in general and me in particular had 
changed. 

For one thing, Bernie began to make a 
big issue—in public—of the fact that he 
had made me a star. He talked about his 
part in my success in a conceited, bragging 
way which seemed completely foreign to 
him. He reminded people who didn’t need 
to be told—because they already knew— 
that, if it hadn’t been for Bernie Fletcher, 
the world would never have heard of me. 
He made a spectacle of himself, whenever 
we were around other people, equipped 
with his whiskey glass and defying anyone 
to say that he wasn’t “the world’s greatest 
lil ole starmaker.” 

Keenly conscious that I owed my success 
to Bernie, I still couldn’t help feeling a 
growing annoyance at these recurring dis- 
plays of bad taste. After all, I reasoned, 
didn’t I deserve some little credit? Wasn't 
part of my success due to my own ability 
as well as to Bernie? I tried to stifle these 
Tesentments because when Bernie sobered 


up and we were alone, he was his own 
sweet self and terribly sorry he had caused 
embarrassment. There was one night, how- 
ever, when I couldn’t control myself. It 
should have been a happy night—but it 
turned out just exactly the opposite. I was 
headlining a club in Detroit. It had been 
two weeks since Bernie and I had seen 
each other. Something close to a quarrel 
had taken place between us when we'd 
last parted. He hadn’t called or written 
and my several attempts to contact him at 
home had been worthless except for the 
one time I managed to wake him up out 
of a blind drunk and he had made so little 
sense that I had become thoroughly dis- 
gusted and decided to wait to hear from 
him, rather than contacting him again. 

On the Friday night of the week I was 
to close, I planned a wonderful—I thought 
—surprise for Bernie. I’d remembered 
that Wednesday that the following Friday 
would be his birthday. There were a num- 
ber of our show business friends in town 
and around the Detroit area. With several 
of the kids in the show enthusiastically 
helping me, I planned a birthday party 
for Bernie. I wired him that something 
terribly important had come up and that 
I must see him on business. He had never 
failed me before and I had no reason to 
believe he would now. The names of the 
friends who showed up for the party late 
in the morning after the club had closed 
down would read like a theatrical “who’s 
who.” The whole club had been turned 
over for my use. A huge birthday cake, a 
replica of a castle, stood in the middle 
of the floor. There were hundreds of dol- 
lars worth of drinks and a tasty buffet 
prepared by a caterer. I had bought Bernie 
a beautiful diamond studs and cuff links 
set. To keep him from suspecting anything 
I had sent him a gift and a congratulatory 
wire which he should have received the 
morning before. 

The party started off with a wonderful 
air of anticipation. Bernie was so popular 
with the crowd present. But, as the hours 
wore on, the fact became increasingly ob- 
vious that the guest of honor wasn’t going 
to show up. There were people from the 
press there and I saw their curiosity mount- 
ing. I felt as though I would die, trying 
not to notice how sorry for me everyone 
was looking. I had sent the wire in plenty 
of time. I was certain Bernie had received 
it but he hadn’t even been decent enough 
to call. About six o’clock in the morning, 
when people began making excuses about 
leaving, I went into my dressing room, 
choking back the tears, and asked long 
distance to connect me with New York. I 
was going to give Bernie a piece of my 
mind. I didn’t get a chance. The intoxi- 
cated female voice which answered the 
phone—from my own home—informed me 
nastily that Mr. Fletcher was asleep and 
couldn’t be disturbed. 

The people at the party never saw me 
again that morning. Covered with shame 
and humiliation, I left by the backstage 
door and went to my hotel. I was torn 
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between the urge to fly home immediately 
id see for myself exactly what was going 
and the fear that I would learn the 


rst. 
This, then, accounted for Bernie’s change 
attitude. He had found himself someone 
play around with behind my back. My 
nie—sweet, loving Bernie—was unfaith- 
to me. I had never dreamed it possible. 
nade up my mind not to go home—never 
go home again. 
Close friends warned me that I was, 
all, jumping to conclusions; that the 
e presence of a strange female in our 
me at such an hour didn’t actually prove 
ything. But I was unmoved. Reviewing 
ent events and thinking back over Ber- 
s distinct change in attitude, I became 
vinced that I had been a little fool not 
» know what was going on. When Bernie 
d try to get in touch with me, two days 
er the incident, I informed him coldly 
as far as I was concerned, we were 
rough. Bernie called back a couple of 
I had gone on to Philadelphia to fill 
late and was staying with friends. I made 
quite clear to him that the only thing 
could have in common now was busi- 
that I still honored my contract with 
and would like to have him continue 
naging me—but that I wanted a divorce 
quickly as possible. He seemed quite 
lling to accept my decision, a fact which 
ved to plunge me deeper into sadness. 
at I wanted, at that point, although I 
ildn’t admit it to myself, was for Bernie 
yme to me, to clear up all my suspicions 
even if he couldn’t—to promise me 
at we could start out fresh. 
Instead, he seemed to go off on an even 
er tangent. Every gossip column car- 
sd an item about someone new he was 
ig. There were even pictures of him 
ht clubbing with glamorous women. I 
like such a fool, knowing that the 
rid knew my husband was living it up 
h other women while I went on working 
| struggling to keep back the tears. 
Bernie and I avoided any talk of divorce 
r my first mention of it. It wasn’t 
il a year after our break-up that I de- 
d to make a move. After all, Bernie 
hopelessly lost to me, I figured. And 
should I, still young and attractive, 
lthy in my own right, deny myself a 
ch for happiness. In the years I’ve been 
10w business I’ve met scores of inter- 
g men who were attracted to me. I had 
lind spot for my one and only man. And 
gh I'd been friendly with many men 
sometimes dated them under purely 
ent circumstances and with Bernie’s 
wledge, I never wanted any of them for 
than companionship. Things were 
ferent now, however, and that’s why I 
me involved with Sandy Rollins. 
iad known Sandy for three years. He 
a well-to-do former policy king in 
igo who had been “going straight” for 
years. He owned a few hotels, some 
ges, had several taverns which other 
ple were fronting for him. Sandy had 
my devoted slave. He hated Bernie in- 


tensely. I think he always believed Bernie 
was cheating, but he was too much of a 
good sport to insinuate such a thing. 

I knew I could have Sandy for the asking 
and I thought I wanted him. Especially, 
because of the way he acted during my 
year of grieving for Bernie. There were 
always wires from Sandy, flowers, gifts and 
telephone calls. He never camé right out 
and said. “I know your heart is broken. 
I’m sorry.” But that’s what his attentions 
meant. It was Christmas week when Sandy 
and I decided to marry. 

I was playing the Regal that week and 
Sandy had been filling his old role of friend 
and constant companion. He gave a won- 
derful party for me the night before clos- 
ing. When everyone had left and we were 
sitting in the living room of his lovely 
Park Manor home, Sandy said suddenly: 
“Carol, you know how much I care for 
you. With me your life could be exactly 
what you want it to be. You could quit 
the business and never worry—or continue 
as you are. What do you say about getting 
a divorce and marrying me?” 

It wasn’t a very romantic proposal. But 
I thought it meant peace of mind and a 
way to forget. I accepted by crying in his 
arms. 

That’s what I am to announce to the 
press this afternoon—that Bernie and I are 
to be divorced—by mutual consent; that I 
will marry Sandy. Bernie and I have dis- 
cussed the whole thing. He will continue 
to be my manager. I will continue in show 
business. Bernie will be here when the 
press arrives. In fact, just a moment ago, I 
heard the bell and Dad answered the door. 
Probably Bernie. I pray God I can carry 
this off well. ... 

Dad knocked on the door. 

“Bernie’s downstairs, darling,” he said. 
“Are you going to get ready? The news- 
paper people will be here in half an hour. 
How do you feel?” 

Suddenly, I didn’t feel well at all. I had 
steeled myself for this afternoon. I had 
built up a resistance to any regret. But 
when your heart is broken and a person 
near and dear—like Dad—asks how you 
feel, then you know you can’t fool yourself 
any longer. 

The next second I was dissolved in tears, 
my head in Dad’s lap. Dad was talking 
quietly. 

“Now, I have to say it, Carol,” he told 
me. “I thought I’d keep my nose out of 
your business like I always have. I’ve 
always figured you’d know what’s best for 
yourself and [ still figure that way. But 
with you feeling like this and from what 
I can tell about how Bernie feels, P've got 
to speak my piece. 

“You two still love each other very 
much, Carol. You and Bernie. As long 
as you live, you'll never be able to forget 
the happy, carefree days when you first 
met him. You'll never be able to forget 
how he helped you. Someday you'll realize 
what it means to a man who has a work 
he loves, to put his work in the back- 
ground and stand in the shadows to help 


someone else. Bernie did it, sincerely and 
unselfishly. He hasn’t lost any money by 
doing it. But he lost something more 
precious to a human being—his confidence 
in his own value. When you became a top 
star, there wasn’t anything left for Bernie 
to do. Nothing but to drink, to run around, 
to try to justify his lynched ego by brag- 
ging that he made you. Bernie made a big 
sacrifice and you accepted it completely, 
But what did you give back? Money, love? 
That’s not enough for a man, honey. A 
man has to have a job. A man has to be 
needed. Sometimes I’ve believed that with- 
out knowing it, you’ve been very selfish. 
Maybe I’m making a mistake by saying 
these things. Seems like turning against 
my own daughter. But Bernie loves you 7 
Carol. How do I know. Because I love you 
truly myself and I recognize the same ~ 
feeling in anyone else. He doesn’t want — 
whiskey or other women. He wants you. 
Think it over for a few minutes. Whatever 
you decide, your Daddy’s with you.” 

I was staring at Dad, my eyes reflecting 
the horror collecting within me. Horror of 
realization that I, who had felt myself the 
injured person in the situation, could have 
possibly been so selfish and inconsiderate. 
I was shocked and thrilled that Dad had — 
been so close to the situation without ever 
betraying it before. Dad got up and went 
out the door. 

I lay on the bed for a few minutes, ~ 
staring at the ceiling, thinking. Oh, how 
right, how right Dad was. I remembered 
Bernie’s anxiety to find things to do, to 
find some need for himself after I became 
a star. I remembered how frustrated he 
seemed. I thought back to the flashing 
smile he’d given me that night on the 
amateur show. I realized that I’d never 
sung as well in my life as when I was 
singing for love of him, with his encourage- 
ment, when he was right along at my 
side, on stage with me. 

On stage with me. That’s where Bernie — 
belonged. The two of us, a team. He 
could organize his own small combo and 
travel with me. Why hadn’t he ever 
thought of that. Maybe he had. Maybe 7 
he was too proud to suggest it. Maybe ~ 
that was the answer. I jumped up from 
the bed, rushed into the bathroom, showe 7 
ered quickly, fixed my hair in Bernie’s 
favorite style, used the perfume he loved, § 
put on the lovely Egyptian negligee he'd 
sent me one birthday. Then I called down- 
stairs. 7 
“Dad,” I called. “Please ask my hus 
band to come up stairs. I want to talk 
to him about our announcement to the 
press.” 

I went back into my room and lay curled 
up on my bed—our bed—a real, honest 
to-goodness smile on my face—the first one 
in a long time. Hearing Bernie’s eager steps 
approaching, I have a feeling we are going 
to have to keep the gentlemen and ladies 
of the press waiting a little while. But I 
think they'll feel our announcement will 


be worth it. THE END 
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